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As on yon village lawn _ 
All true honeſt Britons — 
Arrah Pat ! did you leave — 
A ſailor's life's a life of woe — 
At the ſound of the horn — 
A ſeaman's love is void of art 
Ah! where can fly my ſoul's true 
A ſailor and an honeſt heart — 
Adieu! my gallant ſailor — 
Arrah! if 'tis no lie — 
As Jockey lat — — — 
Adieu! adieu! my only life — 
A plague upon the men I fay — 
At laſt the battle's loſt and won 


By me the toneſt man be priz'd 
But three months yet l' been 
Bold ck the ſailor — — 
Bacchus now no more delights me 
Bicak was the morn — _ 
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Come fill the goblet — — — 
Come good feilows all — — 
Come all honeſt Britons — — 
Come, courage lads, and drink away — 
Come, ye waſting ſons of care AY 
Come, gi'es a ſang —- — VER 
Come, never ſeem to mind it — — 
Come, all hands ahoy — — cs 


Dame Diſcord grown tir'd — — 
Dapper Ned Tattoo — — . 


Except the folks — — 8 


Fill high the animating glaſs — 
Far remov'd from noiſe and ſmoke — 
For England when with tav'r:ug gale 
From night ti!] morn I take wy glaſs 
From my hide-and-feek chin — — 


Hark forward ! away, my brave boys 


Hark! away my brave boys — — 
Have you heard, my good neighbour 

How happily my lite I led _ — 
How mcelancholy crows the cock _ 


: * 
In this hallow © grove let us brothers agree 
Ii a ſailor would not like a lubber — 
I that once was a ploughman —— 


HE 


In this fad and filent gloom — _ 
Jack dances and fings — — n 
Juſt when the hlooming —— — 
I fail'd from the Downs — 4 
I ſing of that liic of delight — 
In ſimmer time — — . 
In the downhill of life — — 


Jack Ratlin was the ahleſt ſeaman — 


Look fairly all the world around — 
Ladies! would you know what magic 

Lovely woman — —_ A 
Littic think the townlman's wife — 
Life's like a [ca — —— mw 
My name's Tippy Bob — — 
Maidens do not think me ſtypid _ 


Now Peace, with all her ſmiling train 
No mair, ye bonny latles gay _ 


O'er barren hills and flow'ry d.ies — 
O dearly do I love to rove — — 
Och! my name is Pat-Riot — — 


Our trade to work in clay begun — 
Of all ſenſations pity brings — 
Once on a time to mighty jove — 
Our immortal poet's page — _ 


Of the jorial ſens of game — — 


V! C 
| Of horns and of echos _ _ 
O dear! what can the matter be — 
{ Peaceful lumb'ring on the ocean — 
N 
| 
| Oucen Beſs could twang tie bowſtting 
— 
| Reſplendent gleam'd the ample moon 
ö Royal orders given tor ſailing —— 
' 
: 


Sir Solomon Simons, when he did wed 


Spanking Jack was lo comciy — 


See trom her roly portal 28 LF 


See ruddy Aurora — — link 
Sweet Laura! ice the fatal hour — 
) Sure, 'ent the world a maſquerade — 
14 Since by cutting of trotes — THE 
i Since fancy governs 1 _ 1 
1 Sweet ſung the lark — — 8 
N Swect bud to Laura's boſom go — 
1 Survey the conduct of mankind — 
'F See the park throng'd with coaches — 
4 
. 
[ To Tom Paine in France _ — 
ö Twas not her eyes — — * 
4 The ſpangled green — — 
} The grey-ey'd Aurora — 8 
F The huntſman's abroad 8 


Te diſtant theres the breezy wind — 


EE 


n 
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The peaſant in his humble cot — 
The chilling gale — — adn 
Tho' winter ſpreads — — NW: 
The morning breaks — — mh 
*T'was Monday morn — — — 
Ihe pleaſures of the chace — — 


The flow-riſing morn — — — 
The boatſwain calls — — — 
Two real tars whom duty call'd —— 
The lark was up — — * 
The morning dew — — 
The ſea-worn tar — — * 
The tune ful lav'rocks — — — 
To old St. Cath' fine — — — 
The ſweet briar grows — _ 


The Romans in England _ _ 


Up and down, round about — — 
While dire commotions — — 
* When party feuds — — — 
When thirſt of gold caſlaves the mind 
Won't you hail the leap year — 


When bending o'er the loity yard — 
We bipeds made up of trail clay — 


enen 


Whilſt whim and glee — — 
Would you act the prudent lover — 
When thro' the woods — — 


When 
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When fpring difpenſing ſweets 
When Jamie firſt he did loo me 
Why could Laura thus retire 
While noſtrums are held out — 
Why don't your know me — 
Waiile vp the ſhrouds — 
When Tippo with infidious haud 
Wien firſt I kenn'd —— — 
When I've money I am merry 


Ye gents give ear to me I pray 

You may feaſt your ears — 
Ye ſportſmen for pleaſure — 
Young Teddy is an Iriih lad — 
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Wururnr dire commot1ons 
And Monarchs Rep with fe 
Gallia diſtracted meets her ta! 
And Freedom hides her bl 
The heavens indulgent o 
And bleſſings crown Gur 
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MASONRY. 


DOCK. 
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RITANNIA,” 


otions fill each ſtate, 
vith fearful tread, 
her tate, 

ner bluſhing head; 
gent on us ſmile, 

n Gur favour'd iſle. 


Now 
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Now Superſtition's 
In gloomy form 
Bright-ey'd Religi 
And light illum 
The 


Still Liberty to us 
Which our fore! 
And we'll the halle 
By their exampl 
The 

Recording Fame th 
Immortal honou 
Sanction'd by who 
Shall myriads br 

11 he 

Then, Fxrtr on, 
Thy godlike co! 
And, like the bla; 
Warm ev'ry Lo 

| The 

Here, Virtue, Or 
To further our ( 
And by the power: 
Is deify'd imper 
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ſtition's crafty hand, 

ay form is ſeen no more; 

1 Religion guards our land, 

it illumes our happy ſhore, 
Ihe heavens, &c, 


ty to us 1s dear, - 
Pur forefathers nobly bought; 
the hallow'd boon revere, 
example wiſely taught ! 

The heavens, &c, 


dame the deed ſhall boaſt, 

al honour Britons gain; 

by whom—on Afric's coaſt 

riads burſt the galling chain! 
lhe heavens, &c, 

EET OM, ſhed thy genial ray, 

Hike comforts ſtill impart ; 

the blaze of cheerful day, 


v'ry Loyar Masox's heart! 


The heavens, &c, 
tue, Order, all agree, 
der our Great Maſter's plan, 
e powers of Mas0xNRY 


d imperfect man !— The heavens, &c- 


| 
. 
| 
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Still mightier ſpread from pole to pole, 
And bloſſom, like the opening ſpring ; 
While from the friendly, generous bowl, 
We toaſt our CouxTry and our KING! 
May heaven indulgeat ever ſmile, 
And with its bleflings crown our iſle! 
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Now Peace, with all her ſmiling train, 
Aſcends her native ſkies ; 

While anger tints her lovely mien, 
Jo ſee Bellona rife !— | 

Whoſe flowing veitments ſweep the ground 
Juſt dipp'd in Gallic gore ;— 

And hari: !—commotion's warlike ſound 
Affright the liſt'ning ſnore! — 


Britannia view'd with filent gloom 
1he anarchy of France; 
She dropt a tear on Loui's tomb— 


Then ſnatch'd her glitt'ring lance ;— 
60 Behold, 


1 
«© Behold, my ſons !—indignant ſee 
«© Thoſe deeds of blacke!t hue !— 
«© Revenge—revenge—humanity 
4 Calls —loudly calls on you!“ 
She ceas'd—and thro” the obedient land | 
New armies marſhall'd riſe ; { 
See, York illuſtrious leads the band | 
To claim the vi r's prize ;— 
While Hoop and now ſhall on the waves 
Our envy'd flag maintain; 
And prove to Gallia's faction'd ſlaves 
6c BRITANNIA RULES THE MAIN.“ 
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DRUIDICAL SONG. 


I N this hallow'd grove let us brothers agree, 

In friendſhip united beneath the fam'd tree ; 

(The tree which as ſacred all Druids revere) 

And pour forth I'bations of brown Britiſh beer. 

And pour forth, &c, | 
All ſhall yield to the ſacred tree, 
All ſhall, &c, 
Matchleſs was he found under thee, 

Bend to thee bleſt oak the knee, — Bend, &. 


' : 8 
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And thou like him immortal ſhall be, 
And thou, &c. 


Let Lombardy boaſt of her poplars ſo high, 

Lebanon her cedars whoſe head ſweep the ſky ; 

To equal thy glory how vain the pretence ! 

Thou pride of all Druids, and Britain's defence, 
All ſhall yield, &c. 


Let Warwickſhire chaunt forth the mulberry's praiſe, 

And crown her great poet with branches of bays ; 

Thou art, Britain's bulwark, moſt ſavour'd of Jove, 

Who crown'd thee with miſsletoe, King of the Grove, 
All ſhall yield, &c, * 


But thou mighty Togo, (the joy of each bard) 
And the laws thou haſt taught we will ever regard 
As thy rites are obſerv'd beneath the fam'd tree, 
The juice of barley our beverage ſhall be. 
All ſhall bend before thy ſnrine, 
All ſhall, &c. 
Mighty Togodubiline, 
Mighty, &c, 
Matchleſs art thee and thy fam'd tree, 
Thou and the oak immortal ſhall be. 
Thou, &c, 


CON. 


1 
CONSTITUTION. 
By. me the honeſt man be priz'd, 
His blood with tinker's blended ; 
And let the raſcal be deſpis'd, 
From lovis tho deſcended, 
That fools ſhould reverence claim from blood, 
Fly hence the baſe deluſion ! 
He's truly noble who is god 
Hem l- this is Conſtitution, 
Hard knocks abroad, when 1 was young, 
I got upon this hard head : 
With little croſs, on button hung, 
I was at home rewarded, 
But to make up for tides of blood, 
A patriot effuſion, 
I drink my own, & country's good, —Hem! &c, 
When ſnows ſhall fall, and we retire, 
Should age make inan unhappy ? 
I'll fit beſide my cheerful fire, 
And laugh and take my nappy. 
When at my door grim death ſhall knock, 
And think to make intruſion, - 
Pray call again, ſays I, old cock, — 
Hem !—here lives Conſtitution, 
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THE RUSH-LIGHT. 


Sm Solomon Simons, when he did wed, 
Bluſh'd black as a crow, his fair lady did bluſh light, 
The clock ſtruck twelve, they were both tuck'd in bed, 
In the chimney a ruſh-light, 

A little farthing ruſh-light, 

Fal lal lal lal la, 

A little farthing ruſh- light. 


Sir Solomon gave his lady a nudge, 

Cries he, Lady Simons, there's vaſtly too much light, 
Then Sir Solomon, ſays ſhe, to get up you can't grudge, 
And blow out the ruſh-light.—A little farthing, &c, 


Sir Solomon then out of bed he pops his toes, 

And vaſtly he ſwore, and very much did curſe light, 
And then to the chimney dir Solomon he goes, 
And he puff'd at the ruſh-light,—1 he little, &c, 


Lady Simons got out in her night-cap ſo neat, 
And over the carpet my Lady did bruſh light, 
And there Sir Solomon ſhe found in a heat, 
Puff d at the ruſh-light, 
Ihen ſhe puff d at the ruſh- light 

But neither of them both 

Cou d blow out the ruſh- light. 


16 J 
Sir Solomon and Lady, their breath quite gone, 
Rang the bell in a rage, determin'd to cruſh light, 
Half aſleep, in his ſhirt, then up came John, 
And he puff 'd at the ruſh-light. 

This little farthing ruſh-l:ght, 
But neither of the three 
Could blow out the ruſh-light, 


Cook, coachee, men and maids, very near all in buf, 
Came, & ſwore in their lives they never met wrih ſuch 
And each of the family by turns had a puff [light | 
At the little farthing ruſh-1:ght, | 
1he curſt farthing ruſh-light, 
But none of che family 


q | Cou'd blow out the ruſh-light, 
, The watchman at laſt went by, crying one, | 
Here vatchman's, come up, than you we might on 


worſe light, 
Then up came the watchman, the buſineſs was done, 
For he turn'd down the ruſh-light, 
The damn'd farthing ruſh-11ghr, 
Paſt one o'clock ! 


So he put out the ruſh-light, 


SWEET |» 


Wit Ws 
SWEET LILIES OF THE VALLEY. 


| Orr barren hills and flow'ry dales, 
O'er ſeas and diſtant ſhores, 
With merry ſong and jocund tales, 
I've paſs'd ſome pleaſant hours : 
Tho? wand'ring thus I ne'er could find 
A girl like blithſome Sally; 
| Who picks, and culls, and cries aloud, 
Sweet lilies of the valley. 


From whiſtling o'er the harrow'd turf, 
From neſting of each tree, 

I choſe a ſoldier's life to wed, 
So ſocial, gay, and free; 

Yet, tho? the laſſes love as well, 
And often try to rally, 

None pleaſes me like her, who cries, 
Sweet lilies of the valley, 


I'm now return'd, of late diſcharg'd,, 
To uſe my native toil ; 
From fighting in my country's cauſe, 
| To plough my country ſoil ; 
* B I care 


[18 1 
I care not which, with either pleas'd, 
So P poſſeſs my Sally, 
That little merry nymph, who cries, 
Sweet lilies of the valley, 


r g,...q —_—_—_ ye 
BONNY CHARLEY. 


O DzaxLy dol love to rove 
Among the fields of barley ; 

'T was there that Charley told his love, 
The blithe, the winſome Charley: 
Then he ſo ſu'd, and he ſo woo'd, 

And marriage was the parley ; 
What cou'd I do but buckle to 
With my bonny bonny Charley. 
O my bonny bonny boy, 
My bonny bonny Charley; 
O my bonny bonny boy, 
My bonny bonny Charley. 


I ken the laſſes rue the day 
I ſought the fields of barley ; 
And ftrive to win from me away 


The heart of winſome Charley; 


But, + i 


3 
| But, ah! how vain! they canna' gain 
His love, by all their parley ; 
And now they ſee he woos but me, 
My bonny bonny Charley. 


233 O my bonny, &c, 


O! ilka bleſſing on the laird 
That owns the fields of barley ; 

| And ken I him alone regard, 

For he is winſome Chariey, 
The gentle youth, with pureſt truth, 

So woos me late and ca*ly, 
I can't withſtand—to give my hand 

To bonny bonny Charley, 

O my bonny, &c, 
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MOLLY: OF THE M EAD. 


As on yon village lawn I ſtray d, 
One morning in the ſpring, + .. 
Around the lambs all ſportive play'd, 
The birds did blithſome ſing, 
* : B 2 Upon 
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Upon a bank where willows grew, 
I tun'd my oaten reed, 
How much I'm chang'd ſince firſt I knew, 
Sweet Molly of the Mead, 


No ſhepherd was ſo blithe as I, 
No youth was e'er ſo bleſt; 
In rapture ſweet the time did fly, 
For love then warm'd my breaſt, 
To pleaſe her was my ſole employ, 5 
To her I tun'd my reed, | 
And morn and eve my only joy,. | 
Was Molly of the Mead, 
Sweet Molly, &c. | 


Soon as the ſun reſplendent roſe, 
One morn I took my way, 
And eager ſought ſome fragrant flow'r, 
To make her look more gay, 
Right well ſhe ſaw my tender pain, 
And ſoon my fate decreed ; | 
And now I live the happieſt ſwain, | 
With Molly of the Mead. 
Sweet Molly, &c.. 
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My name's Tippy Bob, 
With a watch in each fob, 
View me round—on each fide, and the top, 
I'm ſure I'm the thing ! 
Nay, I with I may ſwing, 
Ir I an't now a nice natty crop ; 
I'm up to each rig, 
Of my hat ſmoke the gig; 
Like candles my locks dangle down ! 
And look in my rear, 
As an oftrich I'm bare! 
But the knowingiſt ſmart of the town! 
As I walk thro' the lobby, 
The girls cry out Bobby! 
c Here Bobhy ?—my bibidy Bob!“ 
Now ſquaking !—now bawling ! 
Then pulling and hawling ! 
So {mirking and pleaſing ! 
So coaxing and teazing ! 
I can't get them out of my nob! 


B 3 Obſerve 


. 
Obſerve well my ſhape, 
And the fall of my cape, | 
It's the thing! it's the thing! dam'me! an't it? 
And this bow round my neck, 
Would at leaft hold a peck ! 
It may catch ſome old dutcheſs, too, mayn 't it? 
Then under this collar, 
I've got a large roller, 
*Tis juſt like a huge German ſauſage ; 
And fqueez'd up ſo tight, 
That, by this good light, 
It goes nearly to ſtop up the paſſage As I, &c, 


My velt, a foot long, 
Nine capes in a throng, 
My breeches—my mall cloaths 1 mean, 
From my cheſt to my calt— 
Damn the mob ; let them langh, 
I dreſs not by them to be ſeen ! 
Ihe ftrings at my knees, 
Like cheveaux de frize, 
My boots to the ſmall of my leg ! 
My ſpurs the nonſuch ! 
No crop can me touch, 
For I ſwear I am home to a peg!—As I, &. 


— —_ — — - 
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THE SAILOR's CONSOLATION. 


RY MR, DIBDIN, 


8 Paxxinc Jack was ſo comely, ſo pleaſant, ſo jolly, 
Tho' winds blew great guns, ſtill he'd whiſtle & ſing; 
Jack loved his friend, and was true to his Molly, 

And if honour gives greatneſs, was great as a king, 
One night as we drove with two reefs in the mainſail, 
And the ſcud came on low 'ring upon a lee-ſhorc, 

Jack went up aloft for to hand the top-ga'nt-ſail, 
A ſpray waſh'd him off, and we ne'er ſaw him more, 
But grieving's a folly, come let us be jolly ; 
If we've troubles at ſea boys we've pleaſures on ſhore. 


Whiffing Tom Kill of miſchief or fan in the midd e. 
Thro” life in all weathers at random wou'd jog ; 
He'd dance, and. he'd ſing, and he'd play on the, fiddle, 
And ſwig with an air his allowance of grog. 
Long fide of a Don, in the Terrible frigate, 
As yard-arm and yard-arm we lay off the ſtore, 
In and out whiffing Tom did ſo caper and jig it, 
That his head was ſhot off, and we ne'er ſaw him 
more! 
But grieving's a folly, &c. 
Bonny 
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Bonny Ben was to each jolly meſſmate a brother, 
He was manly and honeſt, good natur'd and free; 
If ever one tar was more true than another, 
To his friend and his duty that ſailor was he. 
One day with the david to heave the cadge- anchor, 
Ben went in the boat on a bold craggy ſhore, 
He overboard tipt, when a ſhark, and a ſpanker, 
Soon nipt him in two, and we ne'er ſaw him more'! 
But grieving's a folly, &c. 


But what it of all, lads, ſhall we be down-hearted, 
Becauſe that may-hap we now take our laſt ſup! 
Life's cable muſt one day or other be parted, 
And death in faſt mooring will bring us all up. 
But tis always the way on't, one ſcarce finds a brother, 
Fond as pitch, honeſt, hearty, and true to the core, 
But by battle, or ſtorm, or ſome damn'd thing or 
other, 
He's popp'd off the hooks, and we ne'er ſee him 
more ! | 
But grieving's a folly, &c, 
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THE MAJESTY OF THE PEOPLE. 


TUNE—MRS, CASEY, 


Cont fill the goblet, puſh it round, 
And give the King a bumper, 
We'll all his enemies confound, 
And tip the French.a plumper; 
United we will faction ſtop— 
Avert impending evil; 
May Britain's foes from Newgate Drep 
Be ſent poſt to the devil. 


Cherus—Then puſh the glaſſes round, my boys, 
We'll have no Revolution ; 
And d——n the raſcals who deſpiſe 
The Britiſh Conſtitution, 


There's Prieſtly, Paine, and all the crew 
Of blaſphemy and treaſon, 
Broach politicks and tenets new, 
Which murder common reaſon ! 
They write, they preach, and God abuſe, 
To benefit the Nation— 
While Jack-Catch longing is to uſe 
His lawful occupation, —Then puſh, &c. 
See! 


OS - . dh en ell ec 
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See! vaunting France, debas'd and proud, 


Man's equal rights extending, 
And fiſh whores, deep in blood imbrued, 
A Conſlitution mending ; 
The Prorrz's MajESsT to ſhew 
(So far did ardour lead em) 
Twelve thouſand in a day they ſlew, 
To exerciſe their freedom, — Then _ &c, 


A worthy group of ſenators 
Redreſſing public evils— 
Staymakers, lawyers, ſcavengers, 
Link-boys, and printer's devils ; 
With mighty dignity they will'd 
(All feeling quite to ſmother), 
That none could fit who had not kill'd 
A father, wife, or brother, —Then puſh, &c. 


On Exe11sn Law, ſupremely good, 
The cherub Freedom's ſeated, 
To viſit Gallic ſcenes of blood, 
She cannot be entreated ; 
Her cauſe is our's—then join your hands, 
And deal out Britiſh thunder, 
On ſecret foes or hoſtile bands, 
Who dare her rights to plunder,.Then puſh,&c, 


46 ; 
LOVE AND UNANIMITY. 


. 
TUNE—THE HARDY TAR, 


Wurw party feuds and hateful broils, 
Diſtruſt and mad deluſion, 

Diſturb the happieſt of iſles, 
And all is wild confuſion ; 

When each purſues his ſtubborn will, 
And minds are much divided, 

It then requires the utmoſt kill, 
Until the ſtorm's ſubſided, 


Chorus —Then let us heart and hand exert, 


With manly reſolution, 
Determin'd firmly to ſupport 
Our cLov1iovus CoxnsTITUTION. 


Our beſt endeavours us'd ſhould be, 
Loſt Friendſhip to recover ; 
Let Peace and Unanimity 
Spread all the Kingdom over— 
Fair Commerce then will more expand, 
Nor ſhall our hopes be blighted ; 
No foreign foe can harm our land, 


If Britons are united, —Then let us, &c, 


The 
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'The cheerful and induſtrious heart, 

Who oft perhaps in need is, 
If well in life he acts his part, 

I care not what his creed is: 
Diſſenter - Churchman — Catholic 

Whatever their perſuaſions — 
Good ſubjeRs are to me alike, 

Of all denominations.— Ihen let us, &c, 


Let Harmony, without controul, 
Be quickly re- inſtated 
*Twill glad the breaſt of each free ſoul, 
To have the work completed : 
For war—whoe'er may be diſpos'd, 
Away with melancholy — 
And, when the Britiſh lion's rous'd, 
France will repent her folly.— Then let, &c, 


To quell at once the hateful ſtorm, 
And ſtifle all confuſion, 
Tho' cheriſh'd by the word Reform, 
We'll have no Revolution: 
By Truth's bright ſtandard may we ſee 
The wheels of State directed, 
And freedom, life, and property, 
For ever be proteRed,—Then let, &c. 
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PARODY « TO ANACREON IN HEAVEN. 


10 Tom Paine in France, where he reigns in full glee, 
A few ſons of Anarchy ſent a petition, 
That he their inſpirer and champion would be; 
When this anſwer arrived from the chief of ſedition: 
« King, Commons, and Peers, 
« You ſhall ſet by the ears, 
* ©. I'll lend you my thimble,.my bodkin & ſhears ;, 
© And beſides, I'll inftrut you, how you may convey 
« All the glories of BRITAIN and FREE DOu away.“ 


The news to Old England immediately flew, | 
When Joux Bur, he pretended, to give himſelfairs; 
If theſe traitors are ſuffer'd their ſchemes to purſue, 
Like France, we ſhall ſoon be a nation of bears: 
Hark! already they cry, 
In tranſports of joy, 
Away to Tom Paine let us inſtantly fly ; 
And the French will aſſiſt us, that we may convey 
All the glories of Britain and Freedom away. 


Wealth, commerce, and peace, plenty, ſplendour, and 
From Albion, alas! will then inſtantly go; [courts, 
Our ſhores then will boaſt but of tenantleſs ports, 


And our cities all ſtreaming with bloodſhed will flow: 


r 


me rr en 
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Our thunder, no fear on't, 
Will ſoon do its errant, 
And d—e we'll ſwinge the Soup Mezgres I warrant ; 
We'll chaſtiſe thoſe aſſaſſins, who'd wiſh to convey 
All the glories of Britain and Freedom away, 


Then Neptune roſe up with his three-forked ſpear, 
And ſwore by Old England he ever would ſtand, 
Fe "That his ſons, as of old, ſhould belabour Monſicur, 
c While the laws ſhould drive anarchy out of the 
| « land; 
cc Then while cannons reſound, 
« And the French are hemm'd round, 
oc And Old England again is with vict'ry crown'd, 
&« We, free and united, our laws ſtill obey, 
ce And drive Paine and his faction from England away. 


« No ( Juſtice cry'd out), no, your plan you mult alter, 
« Nor ſully your hands with a reptile ſo low; 
« Tom Paine falls by me, then producing a halter, 
« Cry'd, fic inevitabilis reſtis, you know: 
cc The gallows then bring, 
« For Tom Paine ſhall ſwing, 
e So ſhall all that are falſe to their country and King, 
«© And when he's diſpatch'd you may triumph and ſay, 
te Church, King, Conſtitution, for ever—huzza!““ 
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Ye true-hearted Britons, then join heart and hand 
Be loyal, nor fear the Republican's rod; 
*Tis yours to ſupport what your anceſtors pn 
' You've the ſanction of Juſtice, the fiat of God: 
While thus we agree, 
Our toaſt let it be, 
«© May our country be happy, united, and free; 
« And long may the ſons of Old England defend 
« Their King, Lords, and Commons, till time it ſhall 
end,” 
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THE PHYSICIAN AND HIS PATIENTS, 


Dame Diſcord grown tir'd of her own native hell, 
Made a trip up to earth, as our hiſtories tell; 
On ruin determin'd—as loyalty's bane, 
Took a ſtay-maker's form, and ſhe call'd herfelf Paine, 

Derry down, down, down derry down. 


America foſter'd her malice at firſt ; 
But, when Peace ſpread her olive 8 to burſt | 
With vexation and ſpite, ſwift to Britain ſhe flew, 
The lands to o lay waſte, and her ſons to undo, 

Derry down, &c, 


TIC 


There ſhe wrote and ſhe rav'd on all manner ef things, 
And kick'd at all order Lordi, Commons, and. Rings; 
Like a whore ſhe entic'd, and ſome fools at her ran, 
She infected them all with her curs'd Rights of Man, 

Derry down, &c. 


Like the plague, then her tenets began to make way, 
And threaten'd each dupe with a total decay ; 
But in time they apply'd to a doctor of fame, 


To old Doctor Government—that was his name. 


Derry down, &c. 


The old gentleman growl'd, and examin'd the caſe, 
And he ſaid “ You young dogs, tho' you're void of 
6 all grace, 
« I'll give you my word that for this time I'll cure ye, 
«« But no more let ſuch impudent trumpets allure ye. 
Derry down, &c. 


«© Then take this Proclamation, and ſwallow it down, 
« Tt: will keep you at eaſe in the country or town; 
« But, leſt on your ſtomach the doſe ſhould rebel, 
« My ſoldiers ſhall call, and juſt aſk if you're well, 
| Derry down, &c.. 


Each ſwallow'd the doſe—gave thedoctor his bleſſing—- 
His.errors recanting—his follies confeſling ; | 


—— 
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And cry'd, “ Had'ſt thou firetch'd not thine hand 
« out to ſave, 
C A good conſtitution had flept in the grave. 


Derry down, &c, 


When Diſcord perceiv'd Britain's ſons had agreed, 

And reſolv'd to be happy, in ſpite of her creed, 

She cry'd, „ Bloxdy France my ſucceſſes ſhall tell, 

© And her rabble out-do all the dæmons of hell. 
Derry down,“ &Cc-» 


be, * 
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FA ESE S. 
TUNE—FIRE AWAY CASEY, 


Ocn my name is Pat-Riot, and I'm never eaſy, 

For when all is quiet, it turns my head crazy; 

So to kick up a duſt, by iy foul I delight in 

Then to lay it again, I fall too without fighting, 
Chorus, —Row, row, row, row. 


Nought but times topſy-turvy ſuit my conſtitution 
And all that I want is a ſnug Revolution; 


Ihen in rank, and in riches, I'll equal my betters, 
And a long lift of creditors change into debtors. 


C I dare 
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I dare not be loyal, for this loyal reaſon — 
My tutor, Tom Paine, tells me loyalty's treaſon— 
And Prieſtly my faith has ſhook to its foundation, 
So I've no proſpeR on earth, but eternal damnation ! 


In this plight I've a plan, tho'it's not ripe for broaching 
But, between you and me, *tis a little encroaching — 
| By a ftroke, ſleight of hand, to ſurpriſe all beholders— 
I mean to take off the King's head from his ſhoulders ! 


Then the crown, d'ye ſee, I would lay on a ſhelf, fir, 

Tho? it fits me as if it were made for myſelf, fir : 

Good luck to the ſound, how the ſteeple will ring, fir, 

When I've made all men equal, and made myſelf 
King, fir! 

Juſt to guard off th' effect of fell lightning and thunder, 

That together ſplit churches and ſteeples aſunder, 

I mean to pull down all old orthodox ſtructures, 

*Cauſe Priejtly ſays chapels are Heaven's conductors ! 


The law, long eſtabliſn'd, no longer ſhall bind me, 
With my father before, or my father behind me, 
I've nothing to do ; then your bother pray ceaſe, fir— 
I'll lay down the law by a breach of the peace, fir, 


Thus the law and the goſpel I've taken by ſtorm, fix— - 
Phyſictans next ſwallow my pills of reform, fir ; 


. 
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I'll take off their wigs, cares, fees, and degrees, 
And poiſon the rogues with their own recipes, 


Since the Commons are cyphers, the Lords but nick. 
names, fir, 

I mean to prorogue them all into the Thames, fir; 

And, leſt folk ſhould think I don't humanely treat em, 

Dr. Hawes & cork jackets at Graveſend ſhall meet em. 


I'll aboliſh all titles mankind may inherit, 

From the fountain of honour, worth, virtue, and merit : 
I'm a naked Reformer—the doctrine I preach is, 

To take coats of arms off, ſhirts, waiſtcoats, & breeches, 


Tho? age, youth and beauty, miſs, maſter, and madam, 
Be decently dreſt in the garb of Old Adam, 

*T will be nothing new! for both high and low ſtation 
Were in equal confuſion before the Creation, 


By Jaſus! to think how *twould tickle the Devil, 
To ſee from a mountain all things on a level! 

For, like Paine, he's a Patriot, not very nice, fir, 
And he hates all diſtintion *tween virtue and vice, fir, 


Here's long life after death to all hot-headed fellows; 


Who night and day work at the Devil's big bellows ! 
What charming confuſion ! what fine botheration ! 
To blow up the coals, and extinguiſh the nation ! 


F-3 
NINETY-THREE. 


BY MR, DIBDINg 


Arr true honeſt Britons, I pray you draw near, 
Beara bob in the chorus to hail the new year, 
Join the mode of the times and with heart and voice ſing 
The good old Engliſh burden of © God fave the King.“ 
Let the year ninety-three 
Commem'rated be 


To time's end, for ſo long loyal Britons ſholl ſing, 


eart &-voice the old chorus of © God ſave the King,” 


See with two different faces old Janus appear, | 
To frown out the old, and ſmile in the new year; ( 
And thus, while he proves a well-wifher to crowns, | 


On the loyal he ſmiles, on the factious he frowns : 
For in fam'd ninety-three, 
Britons all ſhall agree, 24 
Wich one face and one heart, in a chorus to ſing, NF 
Drowning faction and party, in © God ſave the King.” 


Some praiſe a new freedom, imported from France— 
Is liberty taught them, like teaching to dance? 
They teach freedom to Britons! our own right divine! 
A ruſnlight might as well teach the ſun how to ſhine ! 


In 
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In fam'd ninety-three, 
| We'll convince them we're free — 
\ Freefromev'ry licentiouſneſs faction can bring, 
Free, with heart and with voice, to fing © Cod fave the 
© King,” | 


Thus, here tho? French faſhions may pleaſe for the day, 
Aus Children prize play-things, then throw them away; 
In a country, hike England, they never do hurt— 
We improy'd on the ruffle, by adding the ſhirt, 
Thus in fam'd ninety-three, 

' Britons all ſhall agree, 
| N mile with one heart and voice in loud chorus they fing 
{* To improve Ca Ira into © God fave the King.“ 


Sr... . 
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* 
þ WPITTEN BY TOM PAINE, 
$ Cour, good fellows all—Confuſion's the toaſt, 


And ſucceſs to our excellent cauſe : 
As we've nothing to loſe, why nought can be loft, 
So perdition to Monarchs and Laws, 


C 3 France 
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France ſhews us the way an example how great, 
Then, like France, let us ſtir up a riot; | 
May our names be preſerved by a damnable feat, % 
For what but a wretch would be quiet! | 


As we are poor rogues, tis moſt certainly right, 
At the doors of the rich ones to thunder ; 

Like the thieves who ſet fire to a dwelling by night, 
And come in for a ſhare of the plunder, 


Wheever for miſchief invents the beſt plan, 
Beſt murders, ſets fire, and knocks down, 

The thanks of our club ſhall be given to that man, 
And hemlock ſhall form him a crown, 


Our empire has tower'd with a luſtre too long, 
Then blot out this wonderful Sun ! 

Let us arm then at once, and in confidence ftrong, 
Complete what dark Gordon begun, 


But grant a defeat—we are hang'd, and that's all, \ 
A puniſhment light as a feather ; | 
Yet we triumph in death, as we Catilines fall, 4 
And go to the Devil together, 


* 
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AN ANTIDOTE TO PAINE, 


TUNE—POOR JACK, 


Cour all honeſt Britons, attend to my ſong, 
And be not the dupes of your ſoes, 

Who grieve peace and plenty have laſted ſo long, 
And this for a change they propoſe : 

Firſt your Nobles they'll puniſh tor ſpending their caſh» 
Of hoarding there's none they upbraid, 

And next your rich merchants, who cut fuch a flaſh, 
They'll cauſe to repent their parade; 

Nay, more they pretend of mere favour and grace, 
The King, whom you love, they'll pull down, 


And a band of aſſaſſins they'll put in his place, 


With daggers in lieu of a crown. 


Your paſtors and preachers muſt needs go to pot, 
For they tell you of Hell and of Heaven ; 
We are now to be taught ſoul and body {hall rot, 
And good men and bad be all even, 
Oh ye Atheiſts, and Deiſts, blaſphemers of God! 
Who boaſted your love to mankind, 
Deſtruction and blood mark the paths you have trod, 
Each act ſpeaks a mercileſs mind; 
C -1 we 
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We grant, Legiſlators! your {kill you diiplay, 
By methods both new and conciſe, 

But John Bull don't like them, he'often ſays nay, 
And he hates being hang'd in a trice, 


Know artiſts, and handicrafts, honeſt men all, 
Whoſe gains bring you credit and joy; 

If Equality levels the great with the ſmall, 
In vain you will ſeek for employ ; 

Ye landlords and tenants, you'll ſhare the ſame fate— k 
The butcher and baker muſt fly— 

For when plunder's the word, in the well order'd ſtate, 
None, I trow, will the markets ſupply ; 

Fach man dreads his neigzhbour and ſecks where to hide 
What he fears will be wreſted by force; 

For unfetter'd Envy, while warring on pride, 
Protection deſtroys in her courſe. ? 


What cry's this I hear from the oppoſite coaſt ? 
How deep and continued the groan ; 
This is not the ſound of a triumphant hoſt, 
*Tis the voice of the wretched who moan : 4 
Alas! *ris the villager waiting his fate— 7 
« I periſh! there's none to regard; | NR 
6 TI levell'd yon caſtle, I tore up her gate, 
« The owner I flew for reward; 
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c Awhile I ſubſiſted on rapine and ſpoil, 

« A ſtronger than I ſeiz'd my ſtore 
«« Now I periſh for want, and our uncultur'd ſoil 
&« My wicked deeds bid me deplore.“ 


— 


7 What think you, brave Britons, of freedom like this? 
ö 'Tis highly approv'd by Tom Paine; 
Yet why ſhould they fear, where there's nothing amiſs ? 
Men uncompell'd will not remain : 
Poor devils! they've all got a firing at their foot— 
f Not an inch may they ſtir without leave 
Not a fix-pence have they in their pockets I wot— 
Shreds of paper for coin they receive. 
Now, truly, my friends, I indignantly hear, 
It is hop'd we ſhall quickly change ftates ; 
But our laws ſhall protect us, we've hearts void of fear, 
And ſome ballaſt, I truſt, in our pates. 
Doe Dl —— 


THE-NEGRO BUT, 


W nx thirſt of gold enſlaves the mind, 
And ſelfiſh views alone bear ſway, 
Man turns a ſavage to his kind, 
And blood and rapine mark his way, 
Alas! for this poor ſimple toy, 
I ſold a guiltleſs Negro Boy. 
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His father's hope, his mother's pride, 
Though black, yet comely to the view, 
I tore bim helpleſs from their fide, 
And gave him to a rufhan crew ; 
To fiends that Afric's coaſt annoy, 
I ſold the weeping Negro Boy. 


In ifles that deck the weſtern main 
1h' unhappy youth was doom'd to dwell, 
A poor, forlorn, inſulted ſlave, 
A beaſt, that Chriſtians buy and ſell : 
And yet ſor this ſame {imple toy, 
I ſold the weeping Negro Boy. 


May he, who walks upon the wind, 

Whoſe voice in thunder's heard on high, 
Who doth the raging tempeſts bind, 

And wings the lightning through the {ky ; 


Could ſell a helpleſs Negro Boy. 


Forgive the wretch, who for a toy, 


[413-3 
LEAP YEAR, 


| RY MR, DIBDIN, 


Woxr you hail the leap year, by that am'rous 
rogue Janus, 

Once inev'*ry four times conſecrated to Vanus? 

Oh the fine lovely ſeaſon for frolic and ſportinfF, 

When the men are made love to, and girls go a 
courtiug ; 

Then come round me, dear creatures, and frolic and 
friſk it, 

And dance it, and whiſk it, 

Sing ſmalliliow, batheſhin, ah arroo Pat! [ forward) 

bY Jo be ſure dere won't be ſome fine fun and gig going 

* Fait and conſcience, and you may ſay dat. 


; Maſter Vanus, come put on a maſculine air, 
f Throw yourſelf on your knees, curſe your ſtars, lie 
and {wear ; | 

Perfection, ſays you, to your beauty's a quiz, 
Cries Miſs Mars, do you love me ? I do, damme, whiz ? 
Then come round me, dear creatures, and frolic and 
And dance it, and whiſk it, [friſk it, 
(To 
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{To be ſure dere won't be fine ſighing and dying—ah 
fait and lying too)! 
Fait and conſcience and you may ſay dat. 


Rich young ladies of ſixty, new born to love's joys, 
Shall hobble, and mumble their courtſhip to boys ; 
Girls ſhall court from the ſhiners of old men aſſiſtance, 
With their eye on a handſome tight lad in the diſtance ! 
Then come round me, dear creatures, and frolic and 
And dance it, and whilk it, | [friſk it, 
Sing ſmalliliow, batheſhin, ah arroo Pat! 
(To be ſure they won't make the beſt uſe of their 
time, honey) 
Fait and conſcience and you may ſay dat, 


Miſs Maypole will ſtoop to the arms of an imp, 
And thetall Lady Gawky ſhall court my Lord Shrimp, 
Miſs Pigmy ſhall climb round the neck of a tall man, 
And the rich widow Mite court a big Iriſh jolman. 
Then come round me, dear creatures, and frolic and 

And dance it and whiſk it, Tri it, 
Sing ſmalliliow, batheſtin, ah arroo Pat, 
(To be ſure the little devils won't ogle as if they had 

not an howur to live)! 
Tait and conſcience and you may ſay dat, 
Miſs 
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Miſs Champanſy, whoſe monkey has ſo many charms, 
Of a fine powder'd coxcomb ſhall ruſh to the arms ; 
To court Miſter Sciatic Miſs Spaſm ſhall hop, 
And Miſs Cheveux-de-frize ſhall addreſs Mr, Crop! 
Then come round me, dear creatures, and frolick and 

And dance it and whiſk it, [ friſk it, 
Sing ſmalliliow, batheſhin, ah arroo Pat ! 
{To be ſure the bold little devils won't put the fellows 

in a fine fluſteration) ! 
Fait and conſcience and you may ſay dat. 


Thus you've nothing to do jolmen all but fit ſtill, 

And fait ev'ry Jack will ſoon find out a Jill; 

Come on, ye bold devils, ſwear, lie, and make ſpeeches, 

"Tis leap year, and the petticoats govern the breeches ! 

Then come round me, dear creatures, and frohic and 
And dance it and whiſk it, [friſk it, 

Sing ſmalliliow, batheſhin, ah arroo Pat! 

(Ah the dear creatures! to be ſure they won't cut a co- 

mical figure when dreſſed in their inexpreſſibles)! 

Fait and conſcience and you may ſay dat. 


PATRI CK 
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PATRICK AN D UNA. 
BY DIBDIYN, 


Arran Pat, did you leave your poor Unah to 

| Faith and truth, my dear jewel, {mourn ; 

Now was it not cruel ? 

1 Oh! come back again, or you'll never return, 

| To cheer me when I'm broken-hearted. 

Straight forward I look, where around me ſo gay, 
I'd a pleaſure in toiling, 
While Patrick was ſmiling, 

The ſun ſhin'd, tho? 'twas cloudy the while we made 
For Patrick and I had not parted, [ hay, 


Fach bird, while it's ſinging, may ſhut up its throat, 
I won't look at the thiſtle, 

| Where goldfinches whiſtle, 

For tho” they all ſtun me, I don't hear a note; 

How can I, while thus broken-hearted ! 

| 

| 

| 


The cows may courant it, the ſheep friſk and play, 
Lambs and kidlings be dancing, 
And ſkipping and prancing, 
For tho? they're before me, they're all gone away, 
Since Patrick and Unah are parted, 
SOUNDING 
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SOUNDING THE BOWL. 


BY DIBDIN, 


Ir a ſailor would not like a lubber appear, 

He muſt very well know how to hand reef and ſteer ; 
But a better manouvre *mongſt ſeamen are found, 
*Tis the tight little maxim to know how to ſound ; 
Which a ſailor ſhould learn from a bay to a ſhoal, 
But the beſt kind of ſounding, is ſounding the bowl, 


I've ſounded aſhore, and I've ſounded at ſea, 

I've ſounded a weather, I've ſounded a lee ; 

I've ſounded my quine at the rendezvous houſe, 
And I've ſounded my purſe, without finding a ſouſe: 
What then, they've a brother in each honeſt ſoul, 
And ſailors can ne'er want for ſounding the bowl. 


All men try for ſoundings wherever they ſteer, 

Your Nabobs for ſoundings try hard in Cape Clear; 
And there 1s not a ſoul, from the Devil to the Pope, 
That could live but for ſounding the cape of Good Hope 
Nor fear then, nor danger, our hearts ſhall controul, 
Tho'at ſea we're in ſoundings, while ſounding the bowl, 


THE 
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THE CHEARFUL HORN, 


SEE from her roſy portal, 
The ſmiling morning peeps, 

And cries to each dull mortal 
Supine in floth that ſleeps : 

Awake, nor vainly dreaming, 
Neglects the {ſweets of May, 

O'er all creation gleaming, 
Behold the gloſe of day. 

See Phoebus ſhews his radiant face, 

While forward ſprings, with luſty bound, 
The jocund hunt, with keen-nos'd hound, 

And chearful horn, 

The chearful horn, that hails the morn, 

And urges on the chace, 


1he vocal copſe, whoſe buſhes 
The breeding throng provoke ; 
Where morning hymns of thruſhes 
Yield to the woodman's ſtroke : 
In vain affords a cover 
To hide the panting game, 
Tom, Ringwoood, Shock, or Rover, 
The flying prey proclaim, 
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Trembling he leaves his lurking place, 

While thro” the trees now following bound 
Ihe jocund hunt, &c, 


The ſhadows now are lengthening, 
And now the luſty hind, 
Nature's recourſes ſtrengthening, 
On homely meal had din'd ; 
While the exulting holloo 
Which firſt we faintly hear, 
At length, as cloſe they follow, 
Comes pouring on the ear ; 
And now while they his tootſteps trace, 
Their dying prey, with luſty bound, 
The hunters ſeize, with keen-nos'd hound, &c. 
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TWAS NOT HER EYES 


BY DIB DIN. 


2 
Twas not her eyes, though orient mines, 
Can't boaſt a gem ſo bright that glows, 
Her lips, where the deep ruby ſhines, 


Her cheeks, that ſhame the bluſhing roſe ; 
D | Nor 
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Nor yet her form, Minerva's mien, 
Her boſom, white as Venus' dove, 
That made her my affection's queen, 
But 'twas her mind, the ſeat of love. 


The ruby lip, the brilliant eye, * 
The roſy cheek, the graceful form, C 
In turn for commendation vie, 
And juſtly the fir'd lover charm : 
But tranſient theſe, the charm for life, 
Which reaſon re'er ſhall diſapprove ; 
Which true perfection makes a wife, 
Is a pure mind, the ſource of love, 


D- — 


WHEN BENDING O'ER THE LOFTY YARD. 


Wren bending o'er the lofty yard, 
The jolly ſeaman reefs his ſail, 

Though whirlwinds roar, he grapples hard 
The ſwinging beam, nor dreads the gale, 

When hidden rocks, and ſable clouds 
Impeds the ſhatter'd veſſel's way, 

The boatſwain, clinging to the ſhrouds, 
Undaunted pipes his midnight lay. 


And 
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And, ere the wreck begins to ſink, 

Ere through her ſides the billows pour, 
The ſailor bravely ſtops to drink, 

Then graſps the maſt, and gains the ſhore. 
Thus, Harriet, were I moor'd with you, 

No threat'ning dangers would I ſee; 
But laugh at terror's pale-fac'd crew, 

And baffle life's tempeſtuous ſea, 


Or haply ſhould ſoft zephyrs blow, 
We'd leave the port, and ſhare the gale ; 
While Bacchus call'd all hands below, 
And Fortune laughing, ſet our ſail, 
From quickſands of domeſtic care, 
Where jealouſy's loud breakers roar; 
From ſorrow's coaſt, we'd ſteer afar, 
Till death ſhould tow. our boat aſhore, 
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1 CAN BEAT HIM, SIRS, AT THAT. 


Bur three months yet I've been a wife, 
And ſpouſe already ſhews his airs; 
J wiſh I'd liv'd a ſingle life, 
But as I cou'd not, why who cares? 
D g Beſides 
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Beſides let huſband uſe his tongue, 
And bounce, and ſcold, and cock his hat ; 
By Jove, he'll find, I'm not ſo young, 
But I can beat him, firs, at that. 


I'll go to operas, balls, and plays, 
Or where I like, and won't be check'd; 
Egad, I'll racket nights and days, 
Until he treats me with reſpect: 
And if he romps with I know who, 
Perhaps he'll meet with tit for tat; 
And faith may find, and ſhall ſo too, 
That I can beat him, firs, at that. 


But this I vow, if he'll be good, 
And let me ſometimes have my will, 
(Young wives you know moſt ſurely ſhou'd ;) 
I'll duly ev'ry right fulfil; | 
And never, O no !—never rove, 
But ſtay with dear at home, and chat; 
And prove by kindeſt deeds of love, 
That I can beat him, firs, at that, 


THE 
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THE EARTHEN JUG. 


Ove trade to work in clay began 
Ere the firſt man was made, 
For out of clay was made this man, 
And thus began our trade : 
Then friends put round the foaming mug, 
And take it with good wall ; 
Since man is but an earthen jug, 
This jug then let us fill. 
For how can he, ye wiſe ones ſay, 
Return to duſt, who wets his clay * 


In this the jemmy Cheapſide buck 
May take his orange ſhrub, 
Or Fleer-ſtreet miſs at Dog-and-Duck 
May quaff her ſyllabub ; 
Or jovial Jack, that jolly dog, 
May treat his roſy wench, ä 
And over this, when fill'd with grog, 
Sing how he bang'd the French. 
And how can he, &c. 
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See here a noble chriſt 'ning bowl, 
But fill it to the brim, 
So large, the baby, pretty ſoul, 
May like young Indian ſwim : 
| The Covent-Garden ſwell at Jupp's 
{| In this may take his go; 
For Aſhley's punch-houſe here are cups 
Pra bono publics, 


And how can he, &c, 


The ſpacious bowl receives a craſh, 
And falls to china taws ; 
The toping tradeſman gets a craſh, 
While whitewaſh fills his flaws. 
Ye fair who leave fair virtue's track, 
And wiſh it to regain, 
If once the cup ſhould get a crack, 
Ye patch and paint in vain. 
4 And how can he, &c. 
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And why abroad our money fling, 
To pleaſe our fickle fair; 

No more from China, china bring, 
Here's Engliſh china ware. 
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Then friends put round the foaming muy, 
And take it with good will; 
Since man 1s but an earthen jug, 
This jug then let us fill, 
Then how can he, &c, 
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THE LUCKY-ESCAPE 


BY DIBDIN,g 


I That once was a ploughman, a ſailor am now, 
No lark that aloft in the ſky, 
F'er flutter'd his wings to give ſpeed to the plough, 
Was ſo gay and fo careleſs as I; 
But my friend was a carpenter aboard a king's ſhip, 
And he aſk'd me to go juſt to ſea for a trip; 
And he talk'd of ſuch things, 
As if ſailors were kings, 
And ſo teazing did keep, 
That I left my poor plough to go ploughing the deep, 
No longer the horn 
Call'd me up in the morn! 
I truſted to the carpenter and the inconſtant wind, 
That made me for to go and leave my dear behind. 


1 1 
did not much like for to be aboard a ſhip, 

When in danger there's no door to creep out ; 
111k'd the jolly tars, I lik'd bumbo and flip, 

But I did not like rocking about : \ 
By and by came a hurricane, I did not like that, 
Next a battle that many a ſailor laid flat; 

Ah! cry'd I, who would roam, 
That like me had a home, 
When I'd ſow and I'd reap, 
Ere I left my poor plough to go ploughing the deep; 
Where ſweetly the horn, 
Call'd me up in the morn, 
Fre I truſted the carpenter and the inconſtant wind, 
That made me for to go and leave my dear behind. 


At lait ſafe I landed, and in a whole ſkin, 
Nor did I make any long ſtay ; | 
Ere I found by a friend, who I ax'd for my kin, E, 
Father dead, and my wife run away: 
Ah! who but thyſelf, ſaid I, hadſt thou to blame, 
Wives loſing their huſbands oft loſe their good name, 
Ah! why did I roam, 
When ſo happy at home; 
T could ſow and could reap, 
Ere I left my poor plough to go ploughing the deep; 
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When ſo ſweetly the horn 


Call'd me up 1n the morn, 
Curſe light upon the carpenter and the inconſtant wind, 
That made me for to go and leave my dear behind. 


Why if that be the caſe, ſaid this very ſame friend, 
And you ben't no more minded to roam, 
G'is a ſhake by the fiſt, all your care's at an end 
Dad's alive, and your wife's ſafe at home. 
Stark ſtaring with joy I leap'd out of my ſkin— 
Buſs'd my wife, mother, ſiſter, and reſt of my kin. 
Now cry'd I, let them roam 
Who want a good home, 
I am well, ſo I'll keep, 
Nor again leave my plough to go ploughing the — 
Once more ſhall the horn 
Call me up in the morn : 
Nor ſhall any damn'd carpenter nor the inconſtant wind 
F'er tempt me for to go and leave my dear behind. 


THE 
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THE FLOWING CAN. 


BY DIBDIN. 


A Sa1itoR's life's a life of woe, 
He works now late, now early ; 
Now up and down, now to and fro— 
What then, he takes it chearly, 
Bleſs'd with a ſmiling Can of Grog, 
If duty call, 
Stand, riſe or fall, | 
To fate's laſt verge he'll jog ; 
The cadge to weigh, 
The ſheets belay, 
He does it with a wiſh; 
To heave the lead, 
Or to cat-head 
The pond'rous anchor fiſh ; 
For while the grog goes round, 
All ſenſe of danger's drown'd, 
We deſpiſe it to a man: 
We ſing alittle, and laugh a little, 
And work alittle, and ſwear a little, 
And fiddle a little, and foot it a littte, 
And ſwig the flowing can. 
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If howling winds, and roaring ſeas, 
Give proof of coming danger, 
We view the ſtorm, our hearts at eaſe, 
For Jack's to fear a ſtranger. 
Bleſs'd with the ſmiling grog we fly 
We're now below, 
We headlong go, 
Now riſe on mountains high ; 
Spite of the gale, 
We hand the ſail, 
Or take the needful reef; 
Or man the deck, 
To clear ſome wreck, 
To give the ſhip relief: 
Though perils threat around, 
All ſenſe of danger's drowwn'd, 
We deſpiſe it to a man: 
| We {ing a little, &c, 


But yet think not our caſe 1s hard, 
Though ftorms at ſea thus treat us, 

For coming home (a ſweet reward !) 
With ſmiles our ſweethearts greet us, 


Now 
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Now to the friendly grog we quaſh 
Our am'rous toaſt, 
Her we love moſt, 
And gaily ſing and laugh; 
The ſails we furl, 
Then, for each girl, 
The petticoat diſplay : 
The deck we clear, 
1hen three times cheer, 
| As we their charms ſurvey ; 
And then the grog goes round, 
| All ſenſe of danger's drown'd, 
We deſpiſe it to a man: 
We ing a little, &c, 
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SOUND ARGUMENT, 


' BY DIBDIX. 


We bipeds made up of frail clay, 
Alas! are but children of ſorrow ; 
And, though briſk and merry to-day, 
| We all may be wretched to-morrow ; 
For 


©. 
For ſunſhine's ſucceeded by rain ! 
Then fearful of life's ſtormy weather, 
L eſt pleaſure ſhould only bring pain, 
Let us all be unhappy together. 


I grant the beſt bleſſing we know 
Is a friend, for true friendſhip's a treaſure ; 
And yet, leſt your friend prove a foe, 
Oh taſte not the dangerous pleaſure ! 
Thus friendſhip's a flimſy affair, 
Thus riches and health are a bubble, 
Thus there's nothing delightful but care, 
Nor any thing pleaſing but trouble, 


If a mortal would point out that life 
That on earth could be neareſt to heaven, 
Let him, thanking his ſtars, chooſe a wife 
To whom truth and honour are given : 
But honour and truth are ſo rare, 
And horns, when they're cutting, ſo tingle, 
That, with all my reſpect to the fair, 
I'd adviſe him to ſigh and hve ſingle. 
It appears from theſe premiſes plain, 
That wiſdom 1s nothing but folly, 
That pleaſure's a term that means pain, 
And that joy is your true melancholy ; 
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That all thoſe who laugh ought to cry, 

That tis fine friſk and fun to be grieving, 
And that, ſince we muſt all of us die, 

We ſhould taſte no enjoyment in living. 
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THE CAMP OF PLEASURE. 
BY DIBDIN. 


Weranr whim and glee, and jeſt and ſong, 
Diſplay their charming treaſure, 
Mingling in gay laughter's throng, 
Come to the camp of pleaſure, 
All human beings have their cares, 
Life's made of joy and ſorrow ; 
To balance life, then, our affairs 
Shou'd of our pleaſures borrow, 


Youth is joy's ſeaſon—ſo is age; 
Each temper,. ſex, complexion, 

In mirth may harmleſsly engage, 
As well as in reflexion, 


You 
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You who proudly roll in wealth, 
You whoſe means are flender, 

You whoſe lungs proclaim your health, 
You whoſe frames are tender ; 


You who wear grave wiſdom's wigs, 
You who deal in folly ; 

You who merry are as grigs, 
You who're melancholy ; 


Where, mongſt them all, the cynic elf, 
Of joy the open ſcorner, 

But doff'd the ſage, and to himſelf 

Took pleaſure in a corner. 


In ſhort, who ſets up to deſpiſe 
Thoſe joys that mirth awaken, 
I will not rudely ſay he hes, 
But ſurely he's miſtaken. 


OT oe 


THE PRUDENT LOVER. 


Woo D you act the prudent lover, 
Still maintain the manly part; 

Let not down - caſt looks diſcover 
All the ſorrows of your heart. 
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Women ſoon the truth dividing, 
Slyly laugh, or ſharply rail, 

When the ſwain in accents whining, 
Tells his melancholy tale. 


Nor, by ſanguine hopes directed, 
Uſe a victor's haughty ſtrain ; 
Ev'ry nymph, by pride protected, 
Learns to ſcorn the forward ſwain. 
Him for conqueſt love ſhall faſhion, 
Him the graces all attend ; 


Who to the moſt ardent paſſion, 
Joins the lover and the friend. 


SONG IN THE WHIM OF THE MOMENT, 


Tur ſpangled green confeſs'd the morn, 
The roſe-bud dropt a tear, 

And liquid priſms bedeck'd the thorn, 
When Sandy ſought his dear. 


Sure never loon was e'er ſo croſs d 
Ye ſhepherd ſwains impart, 

Where did ſhe gang? ah me! I've loft 

The laſſie of my heart. 
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Ilex charms are felt as ſoon as kenn'd, 
Ey ne bright as brilliant gem, 
But of her beauties there's no end, 
Why need I talk of them? 


Each ſhepherd ſwain finds to his coſt, 
What pow'r they can impart, 

But moſt poor Sandy, who has loſt 

| The laſſie of his heart. 


7 But mine's the fault, and mine's the grief, 
How could I raſhly dare; 

Oh, I have ſinn'd beyond relief, 
*Gainſt all that's ſweet and rare! 


But fee, ſhe comes! ceaſe heart to Lound, 
Some comfort, ah impart ; 
She ſmiles ! ah ſhepherds I have found 
The laſſie of my heart! 
. 8 — 
Sor, IN THE WHIM OF THE MOMENT, 


4 Tur grey-ey'd Aurora, in ſaffron array, 

Il ixt my curtains in vain took a peep, 

4 And tho? broader and broader ſtill brighten'd the day, 
, Nought could rouſe me, ſo ſound did I ſleep. 


Y' E At 
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At length rofy Phœbus look'd full in my face, 
Full and fervent, but nothing would do, 


Till the dogs yelp'd impatient, & long' d for the chace, 
And ſhouting appear'd the whole crew. 


Come on, yoix honies, hark forward my boys, 
There ne'er was ſo charming a morn; 
Follow, follow, wake echo—to ſhare in our joys — 
Now the muſic, now echo—mark ! mark! 
Hark! hark! 
The filver mouth'd hounds, and the mellow-ton'd horn. 


Freſh as that ſmiling morning from which they drew 
My companions are rang'd on the plain, [health, 7 
Bleſt with roſy contentment, that nature's beſt wealth, 
C Which monarchs aſpire to in vain : 
| | Now ſpirits like fire every boſom invade, 
And now we in order ſet out, 
While each neighbouring valley, rock, woodland, and 
Revollics the air rending ſhout, [glade, 
| | Come on, voix honies, &c. 


Now reynard's unearth'd, and runs fairly in view, 8 
Now we've loſt him ſo ſubtle he turns, 1 
But the ſcent lies ſo ſtrong, ſtill we fearleſs purſue, 1 
While each object impatiently burns; 


Hark! | 
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Hark! Babler gives tongue, and Fleet, Driver, and Sly, 
The fox now the covert forſakes; 
Again he's in view, let us after him fly, 
* Now, now to the river he takes. 
[+ Come on, yoix honies, &c, 
From the river poor reynard can make but one puſh, 
No longer ſo proudly he flies, 
# 1:r'd, jaded, worn out, we are cloſe to his bruſh 
3 And conquer'd, like Cæſar, he dies. 
And now in high glee to the board we repair, 
Where ſat, as we jovially quaff, 
lis portion of merit let every man ſhare, 
And promote the convivial laugh. 


I 
1 
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Come on, yoix honies, &c, 


we- 

A HUNTING SONG. 
1 Hark ! forward, away, my brave boys, to the chace 
Io the joys that ſweet exerciſe yield; 
| Ihe bright ruddy morning breaks on us apace, 
And invites to the ſports of the field. 


ark! forward's the cry, and chearful the morn, 
Then follow the hounds and the merry ton'd horn. 
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No muſic can equal the hounds in full cry ; 
Hark ! they open, then haſten away ; 
O'er hill, dale and valley, with vigor we fly, 
While purſuing the ſports of the day, 
Hark ! forward's the cry, &c, 


With the ſports of the field no joys can compare, 
To pleaſure's light footſteps we trace! 
We run down dull ſloth, and we diſtance old care, 
Roſy health we o'ertake in the chace, 
Hark ! forward's the cry, &c, 
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THE TWEETS MACE 
Ar the ſound of the horn, 


We riſe in the morn, 
And waken the woods as we thunder along ; 
Yoix, yoix, talliho ! 
After reynard we go, 
While echo on echo redoubles the ſong, 
We waken the woods as we thunder alony, 
Talliho! talliho! 
After Reynard we go, 


While echo on echo redoubles the ſong. 
Not 
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Not the ſteeds of the ſun 
Our brave courſers outrun, 
O'er the mound horſe & hound, ſee us bound in full cry ; 
Like Phoebus we riſe, 
To the heights of the ſkies, 
And, careleſs of danger, five bars we defy, 
We waken the woods, &c, 


At eve, Sir, we ruſh, 
And are cloſe to his bruſh ; 
Already he dies, ſee him panting for breath : 
Fach feat and defeat, 
We renew and repeat, 
Regardleſs of life ſo we're in at the death. 
We waken the woods, &c, 


With a bottle at night, 
We prolong the delight, 
Much Trimbuſh we praiſe, & the deeds that were done; 
And yoix talliho ! 
The next morning we go 
With Phabus, to end as we mount with the ſun, 
| Me waken the woods, &c, 
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THE CRY OF THE HOUNDS. 


Hark away, my brave boys, to the cry of the 
How blithſome o'er hill and rthro' dale, [hounds, 
Sweet echo delighted, the muſic reſounds, 
And wafts it o'er mountains and vale : 
Mellow ſounds the blithe horn in the morning ſo gay, 
And echo delighted, cries, hark, hark away ! 


Then haſte away, tis the enliv'ning view, holloo, 
Sir Reynard breaks cover and flies ; 
The hounds true to ſcent, his track quickly follow, 
And load tally-hos rend the ſkies, 
Mellow ſounds the blithe horn, &c. 


Then leave to dull care all the ſons of the day, 
Let them labour and toil, while we follow 
The ſweet ſwelling cry of the muſical hound, 
And the voice of the huntſman's ſweet holloo. 
Mellow ſounds the blithe horn, &c, 


THE 
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THE LENGTH OF THE CHACE. 


T IE huntſman's abroad ere the lark wakes the morn, 
The hare once in view, all her windings he'll trace; 
Never tir'd he follows the ſound of the horn, 
The joy of the ſport is the length of the chace. 


A poor eaſy conqueſt keen ſportſmen ne'er prize, 
Tho?” often with puſs they can ſcarcely keep pace; 
In purſuit lies the bliſs, the game they deſpiſe, 
The joy of the ſport is the length of the chace, 


Thus women are rous'd and keenly purſu'd ; 
While they fly, they are follow'd o'er diſtance and 
ſpace, 
But deſpis'd and neglected, if ſoon they're ſubdu'd. 
The joy of the ſport is the length of the chace. 
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THE CHELSEA PENSIONER. 


Or all ſenſations pity brings, 

To proudly ſwell the ample heart, 

From which the willing ſorrow ſprings, 
In others gricf that bears a part, 


11 
Of all ſad ſympathy's delight, 
The manly dignity of grief, 
joy in mourning that excites, 
And gives the anxious mind relief. 


Of theſe would you the feeling know, 

Moſt gen'rous, noble, greatly brave, 
That ever taught a heart to glow, 

'Tis the tear that bedews a ſoldier's grave. 


For hard and painfnl is his lot, 

Let dangers come, he braves them all; 
Valiant, perhaps to be forgot, 

Or undiſtinguiſh'd doom'd to fall. 


Let wrap'd in conſcious worth ſecure, 


The world that now forgets his toils, 
He views from a retreat obſcure, 
And quits it with a willing ſmile. 


Then, trav'ler, one kind drop beſtow, 
*Twere graceful pity, nobly brave; 
Nought ever bid the heart to glow, 
Like the tear that bedews a ſoldier's grave, 


LOVELY 
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LOVELY -POLLY. 


A Seaman's love 1s void of art, 
Plain failing to his port, the heart, | | 
He knows no jealous folly ; 
*Tis hard enough at ſea to war, 
With boiſt'rous elements that jar; ö 
All's peace with lovely Polly. 


Fnough, that far from fight of ſhore, 

Clowds frown, and angry billows roar, 
Still he1s briſk and jolly ; 

And, while furrounded by his mates, 

Her health he drinks, anticipates | 
The {miles of lovely Polly, 


Should thunder on th' horizon preſs, 
Mocking our fignal of diſtreſs, 
E'en then, dull melancholy 
Vainly intrudes, he braves the din, 
In hopes to find a calm within 
The ſnowy arms of Polly, 
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A NEW HUNTING SONG. 


WI EN thro' the woods the hunters trace, 
The nimble hart or hare, 
Fond echo joins the noble chace, 
And vocal makes the air; 
ihe op'ning hounds the game purſue, 
And bruſh away the morning dew, 


From hills and dales the cries reſound, 
While mellow ſounds the horn; 
Each varied proſpect ſmiles around, 
And raptures cheer the morn, 
Ihe op'ning hounds the game purſue, 
And bruſh away the ſparkling dew. 


At length o'erta'en, the trembling prey 
Its ſpeed no longer tries; 
Fear, all his courage takes away, 
And ſoon the victim dies! 
The hunters then the bow] purſue, 
And all their ſongs of joy renew. 


SEE 
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SEE RUDDY AURORA, 


* 
YEE ruddy Aurora begins to appear ! 
And chaſes from hence the dull night, 
The huntſmen are up and the hounds gin to cher, 
Ye gods, what a glorious fight ; 
Yoix, Trowler, and Sweetlips hark forward away ! 
Tantara! we'll hail the ſweet morn, 
To join in ſuch paſtimes no longer delay, 
But follow the ſound of the horn. 


The fox is unearth'd, and the chace is begun, 
Purſuing is each hound and ſteed; 

He doubles and tries by his cunning to ſhun 
Ilis fate, and now kims o'er the mead: 

There cloſely purſu'd, by the river he aims 
To eſcape to the other fide lawn ; 

But alas, he's o'erta'en, and the huntſman proclaims, 
His death by the ſound of the horn, 


Then while all your coxcombs and ſweet ſcented beaux 


Who delight in the noiſe of the town; 
Hunt faſhion and folly and ſuch fooliſh ew 65 
In purſuit of which oft they are thrown, 


Like 
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Like them where ſuch ſtupid dull paſtime abounds 
So idly to waſte time in ſcorn ; 


But purſue roſy health, while with horſes and hounds 
We follow the ſound of the horn, 
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WILLY OF THE DALE. 


Wurs ſpring diſpenſing ſweets around, 
In gayeſt liv'ry deck the ground; 
Juſt when the fragrant breath of morn 
Had ſhook the dew-drops from the thorn; 
To yonder mead my flock I led, 
And gaily caroll'd as they fed: 
Of all the ſwains who trip the green, 
Or pipe in yonder vale, 
N one look ſo neat, 
Or pipe ſo ſweet, 
As Willy of the dale, 


My heart came flutt'ring to my tongue, 
As thus my Willy's praiſe I ſung ; 

But never ſure was ſimple maid 

By her own folly thus betray'd ; 
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For, turning round, I faw the ſwain 
Stand, ſlily liſt'ning to the ſtrain ; 
My cheek he tapp'd, my hand he preſs'd, 
And told ſo ſweet a tale; 
Devoid of art, 
I gave my heart 
To Willy of the dale, 


Next morn he ſearch'd the fields and bow'rs, 
To cull for me the ſweeteſt low'rs ; 
Then cry'd, theſe flow'rs, my charming fair, 
The emblems of thy beauty are; 
Let Hymen join us then, dear maid, 
Before thoſe tranſient beauties fade: 
In ſuch a gentle voice he woo'd ; 
How could he but prevail ? 
I vow'd thro' life 
\ To be the wife 
Of Willy of the dale. 


U 
þ 

by 
N 


MERRY 
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MERRY MAY THE MAID BE THAT | 
MARRIES THE MILLER. 


Wurd Jamie firſt he did loo me, 
I ſpeir'd what was his calling, 
Fair maid, ſays he, pray come and ſve, 
You're welcome to my dweeling ; 
Tho? I was ſhy, yet I could ſpy 
The truth of what he told me, 
And that his houſe was warm, and couth, 
And room enough to hold me: 
Merry may the Maid be that marries the Xlillet. 


Behind the door a bag of meal, 
And in the kiſh was plenty 
Of good oat cakes, his minny bakes, BY 
And bannocs were na ſcanty, 
A good fat ſow, a ſleepy co, 
Were ſtanding in the byre, | 
While lazy puſs, and mealy mouſe, | 
Were playing at the fire, 
Merry may the Maid be, &c. 


In 


wh, a 


In winter when the wind and rain, 
Blows o'er the houſe and byre, 
He fits before a clean hearth- ſtone 
And a bra' ranting fire ; 
O'er nut-brown ale he tells his tale, 
Which rouſe him o'er fu* nappy, 
Who'd be a king, a petty thing, 
When a Miller lives ſo happy. 
Merry may the Maid be, &c, 


WRETCHED HENRY, 


SWEET Laura, fee the fatal hour! 
Farewel my ſoul's delight: 

But how ſhall wretched Henry live, 
Thus baniſh'd from thy fight. 

To my fond heart, no rival joys 
Supply the loſs of thee ; 

But who can tell, if thou, my dear, 
Will e'er remember me. 


Alone thro” unfrequented wilds, 
With penſive ſteps I rove; 

I aſk the rocks, I aſk the ſtreams, 
Where dwells my abſent love ? 
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The ſilent eve, the roſy morn, 
My conſtant ſearch ſurvey : 
But who can tell, if thou, my dear, 
Will e'er remember me ? 


Oft I'll review the ſmiling ſcene, 
Each fav*'rite brook and tree; 

Where gaily paſs'd the happy hours, 
Thoſe hours I've paſs'd with thee : 

What painful, fond, memorials riſe, 
From every place I ſee : 

But who can tell, if thou, my dear, 
Will e'er remember me? 


— — . 
RECEIPT FOR THE VAPOURS. 


Wu will Laura thus retire, 
And idly languiſh life away, 

While the ſighing crouds admire ? 
Oh my lovely Laura ſtay ! 

Once again conſult your toilet; 
In the glaſs your face review ; 

So much weeping ſoon will ſpoil it, 
And no ſpring your charms renew, 


All 


( 
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COW” 
All the morals that they tell us, 
Never cur'd the ſorrow yet; 


Chuſe among the pretty fellows, 

One of humour, youth, and wit ; 
Prithee hear him ev'ry morning, 

At the leaſt an hour, or two, 
Once again, at night returning ; 

[ believe the doſe will do. 
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THE NUN's COMPLAINT. 


BY MRS, ROBINS ON, 


1 N this ſad and ſilent gloom, 
Loft Louiſa pines unknown, 
Shrouded in a living tomb ; 
Doom'd to pine alone : 
Nlidſt the filent ſhades of woe, 
Tears of fond regret ſhall flow, 
Tell, ſoft Jute in plaintive tone, 
Sad Louiſa's hapleſs moan ; 
Midſt the filent ſhades of woe, 
Still the tears muſt flow, 
F e 


Ye dark clouds that fail along, 
Hide me in your ſhade profound ; 


Whiſp'ring breezes bear my ſong, 
To the woods around, 
Should ſome penſive lover's feet, 
Wander near thas ſad retreat, 
Tell ſoft lute, &c, 


ell her love's celeſtial tale 
Yields no bliſs, no joy inſpires : 
Cold religion's icy veil, 
Darkens all his fires. 
No ſoft ray adorns the gloom, 
Round the hapleſs veſtal's tomb. 
Tell ſoft lute, &c. 


Fancy's flame within my breaſt, 
Faintly glows with vital heat ; 
Tender paſſions fink to reſt, 
Soft my pulſes beat. 
Soon theſe languid eyes ſhall cloſe, | 
Death's cold dart ſhall ſeal my woes, 
Tell ſoft lute, &c, 


' BALLAD, 


} 
; 
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BALLAD, IN THE ISLANDERS, 


Cour, courage lads, and drink away, 
A man upon his wedding day 
Ought rarely well his part to play, 
At ſtingo or October: 
For who would be that ſtupid elf, 
For whim, caprice, or love, or pelf, 
To poiſon, hang, or drown himſelf, 
Or marry when he's ſober ? 


For Madam's will at nothing ſtops, 
She muſt have balls, and routs, and ſopa, 
And often ranſacks all the ſhops, 

In gay attire to robe her; 
Then drink the day you take a wife, 
Ass the laſt comfort of your life; 
For, ever after, noiſe and ſtrife 

Are {ure to keep you ſober, 
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THE BY-STANDER., 


BY DIBDINg 


Look fairly all the world around, 
And, as you truth deliver, 
Tell me what character is found 
A real avoir vivre? 
Who truly merits ſober fame 
To find you need not wander, 
None can detect life's fraudful game 
So well as the By-ſtander, 


The lover cogs, and palms, and flips, 
The eaſy fair to buffle, 

And ſtill, to win that ſtake her lips, 
Will deal, and cut, and ſhuffle : 

Still will he ply each ſubtle art, 
Till he has quite trepann'd her, 

And then he's ſure to trump her heart, 
If abſent the By-Stander, 


Preferment is a bowling-green, 
Where, plac'd in each poſition, 

Bowls joſtling in and out are ſeen, 
To reach the jack ambition, 


A * 
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The bias int'reſt ſtill they try, 
Twiſt, turn, and well meander, 
Yet their manceuvres, rub or fly, 
Are known to the By-ſtander, 


The law's a game at whiſt, wherein 
The parties nine are both in, 

Where tricks alone the game can win, 
And honours go for nothing ; 

And while they, a ſure game to nick, 
Their client's money ſquander, 

Full many more than one odd trick 
Diſcovers the By-ſtander, 


The coxcomb plays at ſhuttlecock, 
The wit commands and queſtions, 
The carping cits to commerce flock, 
Each follows his ſuggeſtions : 
Yet he alone who merits fame, 
Who blunts the ſhafts of ſlander, 
And on the ſquare life's motley game 
Beſt plays, 1s the By-ſtander, 


F 5 .- SONG, 
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At the Revolution Dinner, at the Crown and Auch 


| Fur nigh the animating glaſs, 


And let th' electric ruby paſs ; 


From hand to hand, from ſoul to ſoul, 


Who ſhall the energy controul ? 
Exalted, pure, refin'd, 
The health of human kind, 


Not now a venal tribe ſhall raiſe 
The ſong of proſtituted praiſe, 


Jo ſov'reigns who have ſeiz'd their pow'r ; 


But at this gay, this Iib'ral hour, 


We bleſs what heaven deſign'd, 
The health of human kind. 


We turn indignant from each cauſe 


Of man's diſmay, from partial laws; 


From kings who vainly ſeek by flight, 


To ſhun the blaze of moral light 
We bleſs what heaven deſign'd, 
The health of human kind! 


Chorus, —Aſﬀert the hallow d rights which nature gave, 
And let your laſt beſt vow, be freedom ox the grave, 


* 
bl 


„ I 
THE BARKING BARBRTR. 


Ye gents, give ear to me, I pray, 
I am a barking barber ; 
The beſt accommodations have, 
Keen razors, and hot lather ; 
Pray walk into my noted ſhop, 
I ſhave as clean as any ; 
And when I've done it to your mind, 
Will charge you but a penny, 
Bow, wow, wow, 
I am a barking Barber, 


Bow, wow, wow, 


Ye ragged pates, your hair I'll crop, 
And dreſs it vaſtly pretty ; 

Or if your blocks are bare, walk in, 
I warrant I can fit ye, 

With bag, or que, or long pig-tail, 
Or buſhy wig, or grizzled, 

So well bepowder'd, clean, and white, 
And eke fo nicely frizzled. 

Bow, wow, Ce, 
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My ſhop, well furniſh'd out with blocks, 
Becomes an exhibition, 
Of heads of ev'ry age and kind, 
And every condition : 
A lawyer's head without a quirk, 
Without chicane, a proctor's; 
A lady's head without a tongue, 
Without a noſtrum, doctor's. 
Bow, wow, &c, 


A poet's head without a rhyme, 
A wit's too without punning ; 
Without a crotchet fidler's head, 
A jockey's without cunning ; 

A cuckold's head devoid of horns, 
His wife's without invention ; 
A barber's head without his brains, 

And others I could mention. 
Bow, wow, &c. 


And let none of the wicked wits 
Deſpiſe my occupation; 

The greater always ſnave the leſs, 
In ev'ry rank and ſtation: 


The 


| 
| 
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The rich will ever ſhave the poor, 
The Miniſter, an't pleaſe ye, 
Well lathers you with promiſes, 


Then ſhaves you mighty eaſy, 
Bow, wow, &c, 


And ſhavers clean I trow there are 
Of ev'ry profeſũon; 

But pardon, now, my cuſtomers, 
This whimſical digreſſion; 

And walk into my noted ſhop, 
I ſhave as clean as any : 


And when I have done 1t to your mind, 


Will charge you but a penny, 
Bow, wow, &c, 


THE CAN OF FLIP. 


To diſtant ſhores the breezy wind, 
The jolly tar from home conveys : 
No anxious thoughts annoy his mind, 


Wähilſt whiſtling he the ſheet belays, 


Tho? 
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Tho? ſtorms around him loudly roar, 
And from his jacket brine ſhall drip, 
1 Unmov'd he hears the tempeſt roar, 
And take his can of gen'rous flip, 


1 No filly cares can him oppreſs, 
If tight his ſhip, and ſea- room clear; 
Nor on his heart can ought impreſs, 
The diſtant thought of coward fear. 
Tho? ſtorms around, &c, 


Yet when he views his native land, 
| His ſwelling heart with ardour glows ; 
And as he leaps upon the ſtrand, 
*Tis thus his tongue with rapture flows : 
Nor ſtorms nor tempeſt here aſſail, 
Nor brine ſhall from my jacket drip, 
Here love alone ſhall blow the gale, | 
And we drink cans of gen'rous flip, 


| 
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THE JOYS OF THE BOTTLE, 
BY COLLINS, 


WIII E noſtrums are held out to cure each diſeaſe, 
And to parry with death or with pain as we pleaſe, 
The protracter of life and preſerver of caſe 

I have ever yet found 1n a bottle, 


For when carelike a clog hangs about my poor heart, 

And health from the burden ſeems bent to depart, 

I the millſtone ſhake off & death draws back his dart, 
When he ſces that my doctor's a bottle, 


And ſhou'd love, whoſe dominion 1s ever divine, 

Drench my doating fond eyes in a deluge of brine, 

Ev'ry tear that I drop at bright Venus's ſhrine, 
Let me drown in the tears of the bottle, 


And as pride may prevail where it ne'er ſhou'd take 
place, | 
Ere it's impulſe my portion of prudence diſgrace, 
Let me nobly renounce all her ſtiff- necked race, 
To bend dows the Riff neek of a bottle, 
| Or 
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Or ſhou'd avarice, that firſt of all vices I'd ſhun, 
Shrink the cords of my heart, I'll bet millions to one, 
That they ſoon ſhall expand like the rays of the ſun, 
And benevolence ſpring from a bottle. 


And when time with his ſcythe and his ſilver toupee, 

Wou'd my ſpirits expel from the manſions of glee, 

They triumphaat ſhall float in a glorious red ſca, 
Which eternally flows from the bottle. 


And for thoſe who the full-tide of bounty cxtend, 

'That the bard may be bleſt with his bottle and friend, 

May the joys of our lives, ev'ry joy to tranſcend, 
Still be crown'd with a friend and a bottle, 
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THE COACH Box. 


BY COLLINS, 


You may feaſt your ears with a fife or a drum, 
Or the cat-gut tickle, or the wire ſtrum, 
But next to the ſmack of a ſweet girl's lip, 
The muſic for me is the ſmack of the whip, 
With my ding dong, 
Daſh along, 
Heigh gee ho 
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At the ſtateman's driving, the patriot pouts, 
While the changes he rings on the ins and the outs, 
Swearing every courtier's a miniſter's hack, 
And that none but the devil's own cattle are ſo black, 
With my ding dong, &c. 


When the prodigal ſon takes the reins in his hands, 

And the go-by gives to his houſes and lands ; 

With black, white, and brown, his career he runs, 

But alack, he's at laſt overtaken by the duns, 
With my ding dong, &c, 


But let them quarter the road of care, 
While I on the road have a birth to ſpare ; 
If I o'ertake a friend that is put to a ſhift, 
O'erturn me plump but I'll lend him a lift. 
With my ding dong, &c. 


When a paſſenger, pointing at ten men pack'd 

On the top of the roof, talk'd of Gammon's act, 

Why, ſays I, maſter Gammon may a great man be, 

But all you can ſay is but gammon now to me. 
With my ding dong, &c, 


Once to ride in my coach little Teague had a mind, 
But for want of the blunt, took the baſket behind ; 
When 
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When the great fear that put poor Paddy in a pother, 

Was the baſket and the coach running foul of one 
another, 


. When to filence all his ſcruples at once, 
He was pitch'd in the boot to ſecure his ſconce, 
Now, ſays he, puſh away, I'll complain no more, 
Since I'm firſt at laſt tho” behind before. 
With my ding dong, &c, 


But whether before or behind we are ſtow'd, 
When in life we are over the upland road, 
May the vale of years then the proſpect crown, 
And the journey end in a ſafe ſet- down. 

With my ding dong, &c, 


po Cm— 5 
THE DRUMMER, 


Daeezs Ted Tattoo, is my natty name, 
For a roll or a trevalley ; 
Among the girls, loud ſounds my fame, 
When I their quarters rally ; 4 
For with fife and drum 5 
I ſmirking come, 


] .eer 
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Leer, cock my hat, 
Swear and all that, 
Nor ever dread 
A broken head, 
Where the cauſe of ſtrife's a doxy; 
But as for wars 
And wounds and ſcars, 
And ſighting foes, 
And thumps and blows, 
I'd rather fight by proxy, 


When chiefs and privates mingled lie, 
And gaſp without aſſiſtance, 
In baggage waggon, perch'd up high, 
Stand umpire at a diſtance : 
And with fife and drum, 
I ſmirking come, 
Mongſt ſoldiers wives 
Who lead merry lives, 
Nor ever dread 
A broken head, 
Where the cauſe of ſtrife's a doxy ; 
Let their huſbands go, 
And 'gainſt the foe 


1981 
Gain glory's ſcars 
In honour's wars, 


I'd rather fight by proxy. 


Yet think ye I'm not renown'd 
In foreign wars and civil, 
Why, fir, when ſafe at home and found, 
Zounds, I could fight the devil. 
And with fife and drum, 
Can ſmirking come, 
And cock my hat, 
Leer, and all that, 
Nor ever dread 
A broken head, 
When the cauſe of ftrite's a doxy ; 
Let others go, 
And 'gainſt the foe 
Gain glory's ſcars 
In honour's wars ; 


p I'd rather fight by proxy, 


Thus thro? the world I make a noiſe, 
Where'er I'm a ſojourner ; 

The mighty wonder and ſurprize 
Of ev'ry chimney corner! 


Where 
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Where with fife and drum 


I ſmirking come, 

And rap out zounds ! 

. And talk of wounds, 
Nor ever dread 
A broken head, 

Where the cauſe of ſtrife's a doxy ; 
They're fools who go, 
And *gainſt the foe 
In glory's wars, 
Gain honour's ſcars, 

I'm wiſe and fight by proxy. 
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ROUNDELAY. 


Lavits! would you know what magic 
Charms the hearts of all mankind ? 

*Tis not bloom, nor form angelic, 
But the beauty of the mind, 


Graceful mein, and handſome feature, 
Powerful attractions are ; | 
But the choiceſt gifts of nature 
With this gift can ne'er compare. 
G Ladies, &c. 


* 
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Gaudy dreſs will ne'er avail you, 
Fine complexion will decay ; 
But this beauty ne'er will fail you, 
When all others die away, 


Ladies, &c, 


If already love's a duty, 
And in wedlock's bands you're join'd, 
Soon you'll ſee, without this beauty, 
Happineſs you ne'er can find, 
Ladies, &c. 
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V IR TUE 


BY DIBDINg 


Tu peaſant in his humble cot, 
The Ethiope on the ſandy Nile, 
The mole-like Laplander, whoſe grot 
Boaſts little genial nature's ſmile ; 
Theſe, bleſt with virtue, are not poor ; 
Her chearing voice ſuch thrilling comfort brings, 
It throw: around the thatch obſcure, 
A joy that ſhames the palaces of kings, 


Oh 
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on virtue! ſorrowing man's relief, 
In pity by kind heaven ſent, 

Fat tear'ſt away the thorn of grief, 
And plant'f inſtead the roſe content; 
Iny ſmalleſt ſpark ſuch luſtre owns, 
Wich it ſuch truth and dignity it brings, 
It throws obſcurity on thrones, 

And beams to dim the diadem of kings, 
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And hunt a pack of hounds, ſir; 
While her courtiers play'd at quarter-ſtaff, 
And danc'd the Cheſhire rounds, fir. 
43 And when her foes, with mighty blows, 
rd to beat and ſtripe her too, F 
e led both France and Spain a dance, 
And made them pay the piper too. ( Beſs, 
| A merry merry were the dancing days of good Queen 
ad merry merry be the days of glee we now poſſeſs, 
8 2 Then 


i 
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Then her buxom dames of honour, 

When ariſing from their beds, fir, 
Great clumſy piles of beef ſteaks 

Kept running in their heads, fir : | 
Till they'd breakfafted like ploughmen, S 

And then tis true, by jingo, 
They waſh'd down their dainty meal 

With draughts of humming ſtingo. [Queen Beſs, 
So merry merry were the blithſome days of good 
And merry merry be the days of glee we now.,pafle\:. 


But our ladies ſtint their ſtomachs now, 
For fear of leading apes, fir; 
As eating fills the belly, and 
May chance to ſpoil their ſhapes, fir : 
Though to ſtint their ſtomachs outwardly, 
They'd faint at the very thought, 
As the pullet's priz'd at market 
By the ſize of the merrythought, 
So merry merry be the days of glee we now poſſeſs, 
And merry merry be the memory of good Queen Beſs, 


Then a huge high-crown'd hat, 


With about an inch of brim, fir; 
Like a thumping big church-bucket, 
Is the univerſal whim, fir ; 
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And ſo revers'd the go is now, 
From what was once the gig, fir, 
That his lordſhip wears his hair, 
And my lady wears a wig, fir. 
So merry merry be the days of glee we now poſſeſs, 
And merry merry be the memory of good Queen Beſs, 


But our beaux can never cut a daſh, 
3 Unleſs their locks they lop, fir, 
TY Like a dangling ſtring of rat's tails, 
. And ſo become a crop, fir : 
"os \ While like horſes in the glanders, 
| When bandag'd after rowelling, 
They wind about their ſcraggy necks 
A dozen yards of towelling. 
So merry merry be the days of glee we now poſſeſs, 
And merry merry be the memory of good Queen Beſs, 


Neſs, As wou'd poſe a claſſic noddle, fir ; 

1 Beſs. © Weogth of fork 1s all the tippy, 
Length of waſte is all the twadle, fir ; 

For with breeches to their arm-pits, 

+2 $0 queer and ſo quoddy, fir, 
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4 
o 
: 


E 108 J 
They're all legs, and thighs, and hips, - 
And heads, without a body, fir, A 
So merry merry be the days of glee we now poſſeſs, 
And merry merry be the memory of good Queen Beis, 


Then to help the body politic, 
And fteer the helm of ſtate, ſir, 
We've Wig heads, and Tory heads, 
With politics replete, fir : 
But by ſhifting of their ground, | 
Though their heads are mighty long, {ir, 
hey now and then forget 
To what body they belong, fir. 
So merry merry be the days of glee we now poſſeſs, 
And merry merry be the memory of good Queen Bels, 


Yet may faſhions from the French 
To this nation never ſpread, fir ; | 
As the reftleſs bodies there | * 
Have been long without a head, ſir: 1 
But while headed by a Brunſwick, 
Whoſe laurels are our own, fir, | 
May our heads, hands, and hearts, | 
Be the pillars of his throne, fir : * 
And prove a Prince a people's love may now poflets, | 
More than in the golden days of good Queen Beſs, 
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ELVIRA. 
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1 IIE chilling gale that nip'd the roſe, 


Now murm'ring, ſinks to ſoft repoſe ; 
The ſhad*wy vapours fail away, 
Upon the ſilv'ry floods of day, 
Health breathes on every face I ſee, 
But ah! ſhe breathes no more on me. 


The woodbine wafts its odours meek, 
To kiſs the roſe's glowing cheek ; 
Pale twilight ſheds her vagrant ſhowers, 


- To wake Aurora's infant flowers : 


May ſmiles on ev'ry face I ſee, 
But ah ! ſhe ſmiles no more on me, 


Perchance, when youth's delicious bloom 

Shall fade unheeded in the tomb, | 

Fate may direct a daughter's eye 

To where my mould'ring reliques lie: 
And, touch'd by ſacred ſympathy, 
That eye ſhall drop a tear for me. 


8 4 ; HENRY's 
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HENRY's COTTAGE MAID. 


An ! where can fly my ſoul's true love ? 
Sad I wander this lone grove : 

Sighs and tears for him I ſhed, 

Henry is from Laura fled, 


Thy love to me thou didſt impart, 
Thy love ſoon won my virgin heart; 
But deareſt Henry thou'ſt betray'd 
Thy love with thy poor cottage maid. 


Thro' the vale my grief appears, 
Sighing. ſad with pearly tears; 

Oft thy image is my theme, 

As I wander on the green, 

See from my cheek the colour flies, 
And love's ſweet hope within me dies; 
For oh! dear Henry thou'ſt betray'd 
Thy love with thy poor cottage maid ! 


MAIDENS 


1 


MAIDENS, DO NOT THINK ME STUPID. 


Matpexs, do not think me ſtupid, 
If I view your charms unmov'd ; 
What has age to do with Cupid ? 
Age can ne'er again be lov'd. 
When hairs are grey, and blood 1s cold, 
The heart ſhould not run wild ; 
For he who marries when he's old, 
May kiſs his neighbour's child. 


Active in each am'rous duty, 
I could ogle, ſwear, and lie ; 
Jo obtain the yielding beauty, 
Kneel and flatter, ſigh and die. 
When hairs are grey, &c. 


My dear miſtreſs has a heart, 
Soft as thoſe kind loo ks ſhe gave me, 
When with love's reſiſtleſs art, 
And her eyes ſhe did enſlave me. 
When hairs are grey, &c. 


But 
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| But her conſtancy's ſo weak, 
She's ſo wild and apt to wander, 
Yet my jealous heart would break, 
Should we live one day aſunder. 
When hairs are grey, &c, 


Melting joys about her move, 
Killing pleaſures, wounding bliſles ; 
She can dreſs her eyes with love, 
And her lips can arm with kiſſes, 
When hairs are grey, &c. 


Kings may ſue to hear her ſpeak, 
She's my delight, all mankind's wonder ; 
But my jealous heart would break, 
Should we live one day aſunder. 
When hairs are grey, &c. 
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THE INVITATION, 


1 no Winter ſpreads his drear domain, 
And whirlwinds howl o'er ev'ry plain; 
Tho' ſnows deſcend in northern ſtorms, 
The thought on, Bet my boſom warms ; 


Let 


l 
Let tempeſt roll 
From pole to pole, 
And wild tornadoes threat; 
Bleſt with thy love, 
I'll chearly rove, 
And think on thee, my Bet! 


Then haſte Eliza, to my cot, 
Where winter's frowns ſhall be forgot ; 
Thy preſence makes each ſeaſon gay, 
And ſtern December ſweet as May. 
Come then, my dear, 
Diſperſe thy fear, 
No dangers here beſet ; 
As ſwift as thought 
The hours will ſport, 
While bleſt with thee, my Bet, 


At length, when ſpring new prints the mead, 
To thee I'll tune my oaten reed, 
Or lead thee to yon ſilent grove, 
Sweet harbour of content and love ! 
There blithe and gay. 
LI bleſs the day, 


3 EE 
3 When firſt my love I met; 
[ I'll laugh at pain, 
| Nor e'er again 
| Will part with thee, my Bet. 


rr. 
SOLDIER DICK. 


BY DIBDIN, 


Wer, don't you know me by my ſcars, 

I'm ſoldier Dick, come from the wars, 

Where many a head without a hat 

Croud honour's bed but what of that? 
Beat drum, play fifes, 'tis glory calls; 
What argufies who ſtands or falls? 

| Lord ! what ſhould one be ſorry for ? 

Life's but the fortune of the war : 

Then rich or poor, or well or ſick, 

4 Still laugh and ſing ſhall ſoldier Dick. 


3 I us'd to look two ways at once; 
| A bullet hit me on the ſconce, 
And dows'd my eye—d'ye think I'd wince, 
hy, Lord ! I've never ſquinted ſince, 
Beat drums, &c. 
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Some diſtant keep from war's alarms, 
For fear of wooden legs and arms; 
While others die ſafe in their beds, 
Who all their lives had wooden heads, 
Beat drums, &c, 


Thus gout or fever, ſword or ſhot, 

Or ſomething ſends us all to pot : 

That we're to die then do not grieve, 

But let's be merry while we live, 
Beat drums, &c, 
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SURE 'ent the world a maſquerade, 
Wid ſhrugs and queer grimaces, 

Where all mankind a roaring trade 
Drive underneath bare faces ? 


Pray don't the lover, let me aſk, 
Hid by a faſcine battery, 

Steal hearts away ? and what's his maſk ? 
To be ſure it is not flattery, 


Then 
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Then join the general maſquerade, 
That men and manners traces, 

To be ſure the beſt maſks dat are made 
For cheating ent bare faces. 

Weigh yonder lawyer I'll be bail, 
So able are his talents, 

The devil himſelf in t'other ſcale, 
Would quickly kick the balance. 


See that friar to a novice preach, 
To holineſs to win her; 
Their maſks dropt off, what are they each? 
He a taef and ſhe a ſinner, 
To be ſure they ent, &c. 


For her huſband ſee yon widow cry, 
She'll never have another ; 

By my ſoul ſhe weeps wid but one eye, 
For ſhe's learing with the t'other, 


Yon courtier ſee, who, in a crack, 
Will promiſe fifty places, 
By my ſoul his friends ſcarce turn their back 
But he hughs before their faces, 
To be ſure he don't, &c. 


BALLAD. 
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BAL AB; 


BY DIBDIN, 


Tur morning breaks, 
Thoſe ruddy ſtreaks 
Proclaim the op'ning day, 

With glowing health, 

The ſportman's wealth, 
Away boys, come away, 


The mellow horn 
On the ſtill morn 
Pours ſounds which echo mocks, 
While following bound 
Man, horſe, and hound, 
Funearth the wily fox. 


Hark, echo mocks 

The winding horn, 

That on the expanded wing of morn, 

'Tho' ſweet the ſound in dreadful yell, * 
Tolls out a knell 

To the devoted fox. 


Now off he's thrown, 
The day's our own, 


AC 
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, See yonder where he takes; 
| To cheat our eyes, 

| In vain he tries 
The rivers and the brakes, 


The mellow horn 

' Breaks on the morn, 

And leads o'er hills and rocks ; 
While following bound 
Man, horſe, and hound, 
1 T'entrap the wily fox. 

| Hark echo mocks, &c, 
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Now, now, he's ſeiz'd, 

3 The dogs well pleas'd 

| Behold his eye-balls roll ; 

| He yields his breath, 
And from his death 

Is born the flowing bowl. 


| The mellow horn 
2 That thro? the morn 
| Led over hills and rocks, 
1 Now ſounds a call 
N To ſee the fall 
1 Of the expiring fox. 
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A FAVOURITE LAUGHING SONG. 


Com E, ye waſting ſons of care, 
Live to laugh, and hang deſpair : 
Pining grief 1s nought but folly, 
Laugh with me and be as jolly ; 
Ever thus your mirth ſhall flow, 
Ha, ha, ha, ha! 
Ever thus your mirth ſhall flow, 
Ha, ha, ha, ha, &c, 


Britons, thus be ever gay, 
Come where laughter leads the way ; 
To the winds give ſimple ſorrow, 
Laugh to-day, and cry to-morrow : 
Life's a jeſt we wiſe ones know, 
Ha, ha, ha, &c. 


Since good-humour here doth reign, 
With all my heart let's laugh again; 
What dull mortal can withſtand it, 
When the gods and you command it ? 
True enjoyment here below, 
Is ha, ha, &c, 


H SAINT 
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SAINT MONDAY, 


5 
Tw AS Monday morn, the ſmiling day, 


Came dancing from the eaſt, 
When Criſpin, full of mirth and play, 
Set out with joy confeſt 
His awl and laſt were laid aſide, 
To fuddle he ſet out; 
On Monday 1t was Criſpin's pride, 
To puſh the quart about, 


In vain it was that flippant Nell, 


Her tongue did loudly rap, 


And that her noiſe he ſoon might quell, 


He ſhow'd his liſſom ſtrap; 
She knew the fign, had felt its ſmart, 
So made no further rout; — 
But let him go with all her heart, 
To puſh the quart about. 


With other ſnobs he paſs'd the day, 
And ply'd the {kittle bowl; 
All work won't do without ſome play, 
St. Monday cheers the ſoul : 


” 
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From morn to night he drank and play'd, 
And ſung with jovial heart, 
Come, brother Criſpin, oft he ſaid, 
Let's puſh about the quart, 


The ſun departed to the Weſt, 
And ſtarry night came on, 

When fill'd with porter of the beſt, 
*Twas time now to be gone; 

e ſtagger'd home, and went to bed, 
No trouble in his heart, 

Yet in his dreams, this fill'd his head, 
Let's puſh about the quart, 


THE PLEASURES OF THE BOWL. 


Tur pleaſures of the chace are great, 
I never will deny it; 
But the pleaſure of the bowl's complete; 
If you, fir, will but try it, 
When flowing in an ample round, 
W ith judgment made, how rich 'tis found! 
H 2 The 
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The acid juice, the ſugar ſweet, 
With genuine ſpirits all replete; 
Then every hearty jolly ſoul a 
Muſt hail the pleaſures of the bowl. 2 


Good- humour ſeated in the chair, 9 
With mirth and fancy ſinging; 

We never give a thought to care, 
While pleaſure gay is ringing ; 

To Bacchus then we lift the voice, 

The jolly god bids each rejoice ; 

To him the juſt libations flow, 

Who planted firſt the vine below, 

That every hearty honeſt ſoul, 

Might hail the bottle and the bowl. 


Our pleaſures ſurely muſt reſine, J 
We're free from party wrangling ! 

While friendſhip does with humour join, 
There is no fear of jangling. ns 

Then lift the bumper, lift it high, 

Its ſparkling juice muſt charm the eye ; 

Rich to the taſte, it chears the heart, 

And does the trueſt joys impart, 

That every jolly honeſt ſoul, 

May hail the pleaſures of the bowl, 


* - , bn — 
4 


11 
DEATII ALIVE. 


BY DIB DIN. 


\ SINCE by cutting of trotes all our glories increaſe, 
Of war let us ſing, becauſe why, it brings peace, 
Of hacking and hewing in front and an rear, 
Of ſome kilt by the ſword, and ſome dying thro' fear, 
Death alive, what ſweet ſlaught'ring, and cutting, 
and (cars ! 
Is it honour you'd ſeek, won't you go to the wars? 
Where death his long ſcythe bathes in gore to the 
And whips heads from ſhoulders ſo clever; [ hilt, 
And where ſhould you get the good luck to be kilt, 
By my ſoul, you'll be living for ever, 
The army's drawn out, the confuſion's begun, 
While our arms ſhine ſo bright, that they dazzle the 
O the glorious fight! but the beſt of the joke, [ſun : 
The devil a ſoul are we ſeeing but ſmoke. 
Death alive, &c, 


Like a Will of the Whiſp, while our boſoms it fires, 
See glory leads on over buſhes and briars ; 
> Paſs, begone, hiccius doxius, juſt like cup and ball, 
Now 'tis here, and now there, and now no where at all, 
Death alive, &c, | 
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That war is delightful then who can deny, 
To be living for ever, ah, who would not die! 
Your fame's up from the moment 1t puts you to bed, 
And you grow a great man by the loſs of your head, 
Death alive, &c, 
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A NEW HUNTING SONG, 


Tur flow. riſing morn glads the top of the hill, 

And cheers by his rays the ſoft murmuring rill ; 

The tinkling fold ſalutes the new day, 

And Fhœbus delights by the beams of his ray; 

The cock's chearful voice is the clarion of morn, 

And echo revibrates the kuntſman's ſweet horn, 

Hark, the lark—hark, the lark—hark, the lark on 
the ſpray, day. 

Her ſweet notes wake the ſluggard, and welcome the 


The chimes of the village now waken the clown, 
The ſquire takes his rouſe from his ſoft bed of down ; 
The hunters ſtart up, each his whip gives a crack, 


Then ſaddle their horſes, unkennel the pack; 


Their 
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Their muſical halloo, the hounds in full cry, 

We ferrit out puſs, for the victim muſt die; 
While the thruſh on the buſh, in concert unites, 
And adds to the pleaſures that crown our delights, 


Ihe fatigues of the day leads us home to the bow], 
And feſtivity's board ſmokes for each jovial foul 
Ihe bottle we crack, the rich nectar we quaff, 
And micth in his train brings the jeſt and the laugh; 
Till Somnus ſpreads o'er us his mantle of peace, 
And the nightingale's notes bids our jollity ceaſe, 
Hark, how ſweetly—how ſweetly her ſong cheers the 
night, 
And Luna delighted redoubles her light. 
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FC 
BY DIP DIN. 


ONck on a time to mighty love 
Complaints came from afar, 
From men of unſucceſsful love, 
Miſcarriages in war: 
? 1 4 In 
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In law the want of equity, 
Of mirth at city feaſts, 
Of pathos Mi their poetry, | 
And of good works in prieſts, 


So loud and clam'rous were theſe clods, 
That Jove, ne'er left at reſt, 

Conven'd a ſynod of the gods, 
And Bacchus *mongft the reſt : 

He, merry wag, knew what on carth 
That caus'd them to repine, 

And inſtant ſent them genuine mirth, 
Caſt up in tons of wine, 


The lover drank and eas'd his care, 
Heroes grew high in fame, 

A comely paunch mark'd each lord mayor, 
And lawyers juſt became, 

Bards ſung divine, prieſts put up prayers, 
For ſuch a bleſſing given, 

And Bacchus to this day declares 
There's no ſuch drink in heaven, 
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YO—HEAVE HO! 


BY DIBDIN, 


T's boatſwain calls, the wind is fair, 
The anchor heaving, 
Our ſweethearts leaving, 

We to duty muſt repair, 

Where our ſtations well we know : 
Caſt off halliards from the cleets, 
Stand by well, clear all the ſheets : 

Come my boys, 

Your handſpikes poiſe, 
And give one general huzza ; 
Yet ſighing, as you pull away, 

For the tears aſhore that flow, 

To the windlaſs let us go, 

With yo—heave ho! 


The anchor coming now apeak, 
Left the ſhip, ſtriving, 
Be on it driving, 
That we the tap'ring yards muſt ſeek, 
And back the foretop-ſail well we know: 
A pleaſing duty ; from aloft 
We faintly ſee thoſe charms where oft, 
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When returning, 
With paſſion burning, 
We fondly gaze, thoſe eyes that ſeem 
In parting, with big tears to ſtream ; 
But come, left ours as faſt ſhould flow, 
To the windlaſs once more go, 
With yo—heave ho! 


Now the ſhip is under weigh, 
The breeze ſo willing, 
The canvaſs filling, 
The preſt triangle cracks the ſtay, 
So taught to haul the ſheet we know: 
And now in trim we gaily fail, 
The maſſy beam receives the gale, 
While freed from duty 
To his beauty, 
Left on the leſs'ning ſhore afar, 
A fervent ſigh heaves cy'ry tar, 
To thank thoſe tears for him that flow, 
That from his true love he ſhould go, 
With yo-—heave ho! 
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THE HONEST TAR. 


A Saito and an honeſt heart, 

Like ſhip and helm, are ne'er apart; 

For how ſhould one ſtem wind and tide 

If t'other ſhould refuſe to guide! 

With that ſhe freely cuts the waves, 
And fo the tar, 

When claſhing waves around him jar, 
Conſults his heart, and danger braves 
Where duty calls; nor aſks no more 
1han grog aboard, and girl aſhore, 


*Tis not a thouſand leagues from home 

More horrid that the billows foam ; 

Iis not that gentler is the breeze 

In channel than in diſtant ſeas ; 

Danger ſurrounds him far and near: 
But honeſt tar, 

Tho' winds and water round him jar, 

Conſults his heart, and ſcorns to fear, 

The riſk he runs endears him more, 


To grog on board, and girl aſhore, 


E! 

Tis not that in the hotteſt fight 
The murd'rous ball will ſooner light 
On that than any other ſpot, 
To face the cannon is his lot ; 
Ile muſt of danger have his ſhare : 

But honeſt tar, 
Tho? fire, and winds, and water jar, 
Conſults his heart and ſhakes off care; 
And when the battle's heat is o'er, 
In grog aboard, drinks girl aſhore, 
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MORALITY IN THE FORETOP, 


BY DIBDIN, 


5 
I WO real tars, wnom duty call'd 
To watch in the foretop, 
'Thus one another overhaul'd, 
And took a cheering drop: 
I fay Will Hatchway, cried Tom Tow, 
Of conduct what's your ſort, 
As thro' the voyage of life you go, 
To bring you ſafe to port ? 


Cry'd 


r 
Cry'd Jack, you lubber, don't you know ? 
Our paſſions cloſe to reef, 
To ſteer where honour points the prow, 
To hand a friend relief : 
Theſe anchors get but in your power, 
My life for't that's your ſort ; 
The bower, the ſheet, and the beſt bower 
Shall bring you up in port. 


Why then you're out, and there's an end, 
Tom cry'd out blunt and rough ; 
Be good, be honeſt, ſerve a friend, 
Be maxims well enough; 
Who ſwabs his bows at others woe, 
That tar's for me your ſort, 
His veſſel right a head ſhall go 
To find a joyful port. 


Let ſtorms of life upon me preſs, 
Misfortunes make me reel, 

Why, dam'me, what's my own diſtreſs ? 
For others let me feel : 

Ay, ay, if bound with a freſh gale 
To heaven, this is your ſort, 

A handkerchief's the beſt wet ſail 

To bring you fate to port, 
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BY DIBDIN, 


Abiku my gallant ſailor, obey thy duty's call, 
Tho' falſe at ſea there's truth aſhore ; [Poll ; 
Till nature is found changing, thou'rt ſu ure of conſtant 
And yet as now we ſever, 
Ah much I fear that never 
Shall I alas, behold thce more ! 


Jack kiſs'd her, hitch'd his trowſers, and hied him to 
begone, 
Weigh'd anchor, and loſt fight of ſhore; 
Next day abriſk ſouth-weſter a heavy gale brought on ; 
Adieu, cry'd Jack, for ever, 
For much I fear that never 
Shall I, ſweet Poll, behold you more ! 


Poll heard that to the bottom was ſunk her honeſt tar, 
And for a while lamented ſore ; 
At length, cry'd ſhe, I'll marry ; what ſhould I tarry 
I may lead apes for ever, [for? 
Jack's gone, and never, never 


Shall J, alas, behold him more! 
Jack 


[ 127 J 
Jack ſafe and ſound returning, ſought out his faithful 
Think not, cry'd ſhe, that falſe I ſwore, [ Poll, 
I'm conſtant ſtill as ever, tis nature's chang'd that's all ; 
And thus we part for ever, 


For never, ſailor, never 
Shall I, alas, behold you more ! 


If, as you ſay, that nature like winds can ſhift & veer, 

About ſhip for a kinder ſhore ; | 

I heard the trick you play'd me, and ſo, d'ye ſee, my 

To a kind heart for ever [dear, | 

I've ſplic'd myſelf, ſo never | 
Shall I, falſe Poll, behold you more ! 
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SONG, IN THE FRIENDLY TARS. 


WIuIx up the ſhrowds the ſailor goes, 
Or ventures on the yard, 
The landman, who no better knows, 
Believes his lot is hard: 
Bold Jack with ſmiles each danger meets, 
Caſts anchor, heaves the log, 
Trims all the ſails, belays the ſheets, 
And drinks his can of grog. 
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When mountains high the waves that ſwell, 
The veſſel rudely bear, 
Now finking in a hollow dell, 
Now quiv'ring in the air, 
Bold Jack, &c, 


When waves *gainſt rocks and quickſands roar, 

You ne'er hear him repine ; 

Freezing near Greenland's icy ſhore, FF 

Or burning near the line, 
Bold Jack, &c, 


If to engage they give the word, 
To quarters all repair, 
While ſplinter'd maſts go by the board, 
And ſhots ſing through the air. 
Bold Jack, &c. 
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SHARK SPEAR's SEVEN AGES PARA PHRAS'D 


BY COLLINS, 


Oos immortal poet's page 
Says that all the world's a ſtage; 
And that men, with all their airs, 
Are nothing more than players; 
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Fach uſing {kill and art, 
In his turn to top his part, 
All to fill up this farcical ſcene O. 
Enter here, 


a, Exit there, 
f Stand in view, 


Mind your cue, 
ligh down, ho down, derry derry down, 
All to fill up this farcical ſcene O. 
Enter here, &c. 


Firſt the infant in the lap, 
Mewling pewling with its pap, 
Like a chicken that we truſs, 
Is ſwaddled by its nurſe; 
Who to pleaſe the puppet tries, 
. As it giggles and it cries, 
All to li up, &c. 
Futnt-a-bye, 
Wipe an eye, 


* Kiſſe pretty, 

7 Suck a tetty. High down, &c, 

$8] Then the pretty babe of grace, 

25 Wich his ſnining morning face, b 
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And ſatchel on his back, 
'To ſchool, alas! muſt pack; 
But like a ſnail he creeps, 

And for bloody Monday weeps, 


All to fill up, &c. D 
Book miſlaid, | | 
Truant play'd, i 


Rod in pickle, 

Bum to tickle, High down, &c, 
Then the lover next appears, | 
Sous'd over head and ears, | 
Like a lobſter on the fire, | 
Sighing, ready to expire ; 
With a deep hole in his heart, 
Through you may drive a cart, 

All to fill up, &c. 

Beauty ſpurns him, 

Paſſion burns him, 2 

Like a wizard, x 

Guts and gizzard, High down, &c, f 


then the ſoldier, ripe for plunder, | 
Breathing ſlaughter, blood and thunder, | 
Like a cat among the mice, 4 
Kicks a duſt up in a trice, 


11 
.v And talks of ſhatter'd brains, 
"3 Scatter'd limbs and ſtreaming veins, 
All to fill up, &c, 
Fight and fly, 


2 Run or die, 
| Pop and pelter, 


1 Helter ſkelter. 
| High down, &c, 


Then the juſtice in his chair, 
With broad and vacant ftare, 
Ilis wig of formal cut, 
And belly like a butt, 
Well lin'd with turtle haſh, 
Callipee and Callipaſh, 
All to fill up, &c, 
Bawd and trull, 
Pimp or cull, 
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"> At his nod 
p Go to quod, High down, &c, 
* , 
11 Then the ſlipper'd pantaloon, 


In life's dull afternoon, 

( | With ſpectacles on noſe, 

Y. Shrunk ſhank in youthful hoſe ; | 
PI” 14 His 
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His voice, once big and round, 

Now whiſtling in the ſound, 
All to fill up, &c. 
| Body bent, 
Vigour ſpent, 
Shaking noddle, 
Widdle waddle, High down, &c, 


At laft, to end the play, 
Second childhood leads the way ; 
And, like ſheep that's got the rot, 
| All our ſenſes go to pot; 
So death amongſt us pops, 
| And down the curtain drops, 
3 All to fill up, &c. 
Then the coffin 
1 We move off in, 
| While the bell 
Tolls the knell, 
Of high and low, down into the cold ground, 
= | All to fill up, &c, 
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THE CAMP MEDLEY. 


Tur lark was up, the morn was grey, 
The drummers beat a reveilly; 
The jolly ſoldiers on the ground, 
In peaceful camp ſlept ſate and ſound ; 
Only one poor ſoldier, who 
Nought but love could e'er ſubdue, 
Wand'ring thro' the ſilent grove, 
There to vent his plaintive love. 
For women are whimſical changeable things, [ſtings ; 
Their ſweets, like the bees, they are mingled with 
They're not to be got without toil, care, and coſt, 
They're hard to be won, and are catily loſt ; 
In ſeeking a fair one I found to my ſmart, 
I know not the way, but I loſt my own heart, 
Ah! hapleſs, hapleſs day, 
When firit I ſaw fair Biddy ; 
My heart ſhe ſtole away, 
My head ſhe turn'd quite giddy, 
The world may laugh and ſay, 
« *Tis wond'rous new to ſee 
& A lover, ſo ſincere, 
« A ſwain, admire like 3 


I 3 She's 
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She's comely, tall and ſlender, 
She's brighter than the ſun; 
Her l-oks are kind and tender, 
But ah! her heart's like ſtone, 
Too lovely ill 1 found her, 


And ev'ry method try'd, 
In hope to win and wound her, 
Yet I was ſtill deny'd, . 


But now my hopes are over, 
What ſcheme then can I try, 
But, like a hapleſs lover, 


Now lay me down and die ? 


. 


As on the ground he lay, 
Minerva came that way, 
In armour bright and gay, | 


And thus to him did ſay: 


Rik, folder, fe; * 
The drum has beat to arms! 1 
Hark to her loud alarms! 

Hang her beauty, | 


Mind your duty, 
Think not of her charms, 


L385 1 
Riſe, ſoldier, riſe : 

'I take you by the hand, 

And I'll lead you thro' the land, 

L' give you the command 

Of a well-choſen band, 


Riſe, ſoldier, rife: 
Don't be ſtupid, 
o Drive away C upid, 


Follow Xlinerva's wie advice, 


Soldier, go home, go nome, 


| Nor mind your miſtreſs's ſcorn ; 
| Slight, flight her again, 
k Slight, light t her r apa! ns 


For ſlighted vows ſhou!d light return. 


The ſoldier thus rous'd from his am*rous flot n, 
Haſted away to his duty; 

Swore to Minerva a terrible cath, 
He'd never more think of her beauty, 
Bachelor bluff, bachelor Lluf, 
lleigh for a heart that is rugged and tough! 


He that is ſingle, can never wear horns, 


He that is üngle is happy; 
I 4 
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Ile that is married lies upon thorns, 
And always is ragged and ſhabby. 


Bachelor bluff, &c. 


He that is ſingle, he fears not a rout, 
Nothing to him can be ſweeter ; 
He has no wife that can whimper and pout, 
Or cry © Can you leave me, dear creature?“ 
Bachelor bluff, &c, 


Ve belles and flirts, ſo ſmart and fair, 

Say, are not ſoldiers form'd for love? 
For you ſhall find them all ſincere, 

Wou'd you but kind and conſtant prove : 
But if you flight their paſſion ſtill, 

And tyranniſe o'er hearts ſo true, 
Depend upon't they'll all rebel, 

And will not care one fig for you, 


Ah! hold your fooliſh tongue, 
(A little laughing Cupid ſaid,) 
Have you not heard it ſung, 
That conſtancy could win a maid ? 
And what on earth can ever prove 
Superior to the joys of love ? 
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Let wiſdom preach in ſchools, 
For what has ſhe with love to do ? 
We go not by the rules, 
Unbounded pleaſures we purſue : 
On roſy wine our fancy fly, 
We ev'ry worldly care defy, 


Let Mars in council boaſt 
Of reſolution, ſtrength, and art, 
Love comes without a hoſt, 
And fteals away the ſoldier's heart, 
Love breaks the bow, the ſword, the ſpear, 
And turns the angry face of war, 


E'en mighty Jove above, 
Hath been by Cupid's pow'r o'ercome : 
There's none can conquer love, 
Iho' arm'd with ſword, and ſpear, and gun, 
Then ground your arms, ye ſons of war, 
None can reſiſt the Britiſh fair, 


THE 


1 
THE PLEASURES OF THE CHACE, | 
BY DIBDIN., 


F.xceer the folks that's faſt aſleep, 
All nature now 1s waking ; 
Aurora at the world a peep 
Is in her night-cap taking. 
Hark, all the tory rory boys, 
Making a devil of a noiſe, 
To cure the head-ach of laſt night, 
The peaccable king's ſubjects fright, 
And helter ſkelter come apace 
To enjoy the pleaſures of the chace, 


| 
| 
| 
| 


How {ſweet to be, as on the ruſh, 
By the pig-tail entangling, 
Amidſt a lovely thorny buſh, 
Or on a tree left dangling ! 
Ah muſha gra than wine or love, 
The joy of hunting's far above; 
Can either Cupid or the bowl 
Such pleaſures give ? ah by my ſoul! 
Briars and thorns may ſcratch your face, 
Still great's the pleaſure of the chace. 


The 
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Ihen when our mettle's at its pitch, 

While tally-ho we're bawling, 
Safe landed in a muddy ditch 

To be genteely ſprawling : 
Ah muſha gra than wine or love 
The joy of hunting's far above; 
Can either Cupid or the bowl 
Such pleaſure give? Ah by my foul! 
Let muddy ditches waſh your face, 
Still great's the pleaſure of the chace, 


Then dripping like a drowning rat, 
At night you would not think 1t, 
What glorious wine, 1f 1t were not 
We're too fatigued to drink it: 
Ah bodder not of love and war, 
The joy of hunting's greater far; 
Hark echo! in melodigus tones, 


Hollas, and whiſtles and ſings, and groans 
8 2 8 7 


While many a broken ſconce and face 
Proclaim the pleaſures cf the chace, 


| 
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JACK IN HIS ELEMENT. 


BY DIBDIN, 


BorDp Tack the ſailor, here I come, 
Pray how do you like my nib 

My trowſcrs wide, my trampers rum, 
My nab, and flowing jib; 

I ſails the ſeas from end to end, 
And leads a joyous lite, 

In every meſs I finds a friend, 
In every port a wife, 


I've heard them talk of conſtancy, 
Of grief, and ſuch like fun, 
I've conſtant been to ten, cried I, 
But never grieved for one: 
The flowing ſails we tars unbend, 
To lead a jovial life, 
In every meſs to find a friend, 
In every port a wife. 


I've a ſpanking wife at Portſmouth gates, 
A pigmy at Goree, | 
An orange-tawney up the Straits, 

A black at St. Lucie: 
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Thus whatſomdever courſe I bend, 
I leads a joyful lite, 
In every meſs I find a friend, 
In every port a wife. 


Will Gaft by death was ta'en aback, 
I came to bring the news, 
Poll whimper'd fore, but what did Jack ? 
Why, ſtood in William's ſhoes : 
She cut, I chaſed, but in the end 
She loved me as her liſe, 
And ſo ſhe got an honeſt friend 
And I a loving wife. 


Thus be we ſailors all the go, 
On fortunes ſea we rub, 

We works, and loves, and fights the foe, 
And drinks the gen'rcus bub: 

Storms that the matt to ſplinters rend, 
Can't ſhake our jovial ! fe, 

In every meſs we find a friend, 
In every port a wife. 


The 
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THE WOODMAN, 


BY DIBDINg 


F AR removed from noiſe and ſmoak, 
Hark I hear the woodman's ſtroke, 

Who dreams not as he fells the oak, 

What miſchief dire he brews : 

How art ſhall ſhape his falling trees, 

For aid of luxury and cafe, 

He weighs not matters ſuch as theſe, 
But ſings, and hacks, and hews. 


Perhaps now fell'd by this bold man, 
That tree ſhall form the ſpruce ſedan, 
Or wheelbarrow, where oyſter Nan 
So runs her vulgar rig ; 
The ſtage where boxers crowd in flocks, 
Or elſe a quack's, perhaps the ſtocks, 
Or poſts for figns, or barber's blocks, 
Where ſmiles the parſon's wig. 


Thou mak'it, bold peaſant, oh what grief, 

The gibbet on which hangs the thief, 

The ſeat where fits the great lord chief, 
The throne, the cobler's ſtall : 


. 


l 
Thou pamper'ſt life in every ſtage, 
Mak'ſt folly's whims, pride's equipage, 
For children toys, crutches for age, 
And coffins for us all, 


Yet juſtice let us ſtill afford, 

Theſe chairs, and this convivial board, 

The bin that holds gay Bacchus hoard, 
Confeſs the woodman's ftroke : 

He made the preſs that bled the vine, 

Ihe but that holds the gen'rous wine, 

Ihe hall itſelf, where tipplers join 
To crack the mirth{ul joke, 


OT Oo" a 


NEIGHBOUR's FARE, 


BY DIBDIN, 


Have you heard, my good neighbours, the won- 


derful news, 


low the French are no longer to wear wooden ſhoes ? 
How the nobles their titles agree to forget; 


* ; And with cobler and prince *tis hey fellow well met; 
* | Sing 
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Sing kick down diſtinction, kick off wooden ſhoes, 
Sing brotherly love betwixt chriſtians and jews, 

O rare, O rare! 
Yea and nay, thee and thou, 
| Is now 

All the rage, 
The year ninety's the date of the true golden age, 
Let every French frizeur then die in deſpair, 
For Freedom's the word, and a ſtrait head of hair, 


The ſtage for this play, I had almoſt {aid farce, 

Was of all other places the grand field of Mars, 

They erected their caſtle of liberty there, 

Where Mongolfier went up in his caſtle of air, 
Sing kick down diſtinction, &c, 

So ſubſtantial's become what was formerly froth, 

That they who could never be truſted on oath, 

Are row to the wonder of each other nation, 

Like quakers believed on their bare affirmation, 
Sing kick down diſtinction, &c, 

Such virtue as this to the world muſt be dear, 

Eut woe to us all if it once ſhould come here; 

It transforms the moſt dreſſy to ſo many quakers, 

And makes even lords pay their butchers aud bake. r 

| Sing kick down dillinciion, &. 
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Adieu ye fair dames to cards, ſcandal and tea, 
Adieu Scotch and Welchman to proud pedigree, 
Madam Virtue is coming to lead Vice a dance, 
And all follow faſhions imported from France. 
Sing kick down diſtinction, &c. 


| 

| Ye men of the robe your ſad fortune deplore, 
Burn your wigs, for your foul occupation's no more; 
Fair truth in each action ſhall find out a flaw, 
And juſtice, turned counſel, ſhall ſuperſede law. 
| Sing kick down diſtinction, &c, 
Then publiſh the tidings thro' fame's mighty rolls, 
* 9 In England, and Lapland, and under the poles, 
For men are turn'd angels, and brutes are tucn'd men, 
And Eden, not Chaos, is come back again. 

1 Sing kick down diſtinction, &c, 
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TRUE ENGLISH SAILOR, 


BY DIBDIN. 


. J ACK dances and ſings, and is always content, 
In his vows to his laſs he'll ne'er fail her, 
Illis anchor's atrip when his money's all ſpent— 
And this is the life of a ſailor, 


* | Alert 
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Alert in his duty, he readily flies 
* Where winds the tir'd veſſel are flinging, 
Though ſunk to the ſea- god, or toſs'd to the ſkies, 
Still Jack is found working and ſinging: 


| Long-fide of an enemy, boldly and brave, „ 
| He'll with broadſide on broadſide regale her, 1 
| Yet he'll ſigh to the ſoul o'er that enemy's grave, 
| So noble's the mind of a ſailor. 
Let cannons roar loud, burſt their ſides let the bombs, 
Let the winds a dread hurricane rattle, 
The rough and the pleaſant he takes as it comes, 
And laughs at the orm and the battle: 


In a foſtering power while jack puts his truſt, 
As fortune comes, ſmiling he'll hail her, 
Ip Reſign'd {till and mainly, ſince what muſt be muſt, 
And this is the mind of a ſailor, | 
- Tho' careleſs and headlong, if danger ſhould preſs, 
© And rank'd 'mongſt the free liſt of rovers, 
Yet he'll melt into tears at a tale of diſtreſs, 
And prove the moſt conſtant of lovers: 
8 
B To rancour unknown, to no paſſion a ſlave, 
If 
/ 


Nor unmanly, nor mean, nor a railer, 
He's gentle as mercy, as fortitude brave, 
And this is a true Engliſh ſailor, ' 


es, 


lis 
S, 


Ea 
SMILING KITTY. 


VINCE fancy governs all mankind, 
With univerſal ſway, 
At her command I pleaſe my mind, 
Her dictates I obey : 
Among the fair I often rove, 
The youthful, gay, and witty, 
Yet none indeed I truly love, 
Like pretty ſmiling Kitty. 


Like lambkins on the verdant plain, 
She artleſs trips along, 

And oft ſhe's pleaſed to entertain, 
Her ſhepherds with a ſong ; 

She's ever happy Deboniar, 
And kind as ſhe is pretty, 

No other nymph I do declare, 
Can pleaſe like ſmiling Kitty, 


Laſt May-day morn. I trac'd the grove, 


A chaplet to compoſe, 
Then brought the garland to my Wen 
Finks, lilies, and the roſe: 5 
K 2 She 
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She kindly took the gift indeed, 
And liſten'd to my ditty ; 
There's not a nymph which can excced 
My pretty ſmiling Kitty, 


Not prudiſh, yet with modeſt pride, 
She keeps in awe each ſwain, 

Sincere, ſhe never does deride, 
My love to give me pain. 

Cou'd I but get her in the mind, 
O! that would be ſo pretty, 

At Hymen's altar to be join'd 
With pretty ſmiling Kitty, 


SA... e. 


IHE RARA AVIS, 


BY DIBDINg 


9 
| Swrkr ſung the lark high pois'd in air, 
When on as ſweet a morn, 
In Hymen's fane, one fate to ſhare, 
Anna and I were ſworn. 


Sweetly 
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Sweetly the thruſh, in varied ſong, 


The vacant joy encreas'd, 

When kindly came the village throng 

; To join the marriage feaſt, 

| But ſweeter ſang the nightingale, 
Love's herald of the grove, 

\Vhen Cynthia, thro” the filver vale, 
Led to the bow'r of love! 


Ihe lark's ſweet morning ſong of joy 
Is known by that content 
A lovely girl and blooming boy 
Are given us to cement: 
The tkruſh ſtill merrily at noon + 
In varied cadence fings, 
When ſmiling fortune oft ſome boon, 
To cheer our labour, brings; 
| Nor, time far diſtant, ſhall we grieve, ' 
[ | Tho? bleſſing now and bleſt, 
When Philomel, at nature's eve, 
Shall lull us into reft, 
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A FAVOURITE NEW SONG. 
. W HEN Tippoo, with inſidious hand, 


Dar'd Britain's ſons on Indian plains, 
The guardian angels, the angels of our land, 
Appear'd, and ſung prophetic ſtrains, 
Rule, Britannia, rule the waves, 

For Britons never ſhall be ſlaves. 


The haughty tyrant of Myſore 
Shall ſoon be lowly humbled down ; 
The conquer'd Ghauts and Coimbettore, 
Shall work his woe and thy renown, 
Rule, &c, 


To brave Cornwallis be it giv'n, | 
To lead the Britiſh youths to fame ; 
To him, a favourite of heav'n, 
Is due the ſoldier's laurel'd name, 
Rule, &c, 


Led on by him, your valour ſhow, 
Where the proud Saeb tyrannic reigns ; 
And if he ſeeks not peace, lay low 
His boaſted tow'rs and golden fanes. 
Rule, &c, 
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Our guardian angels thus decreed, 
And lo! the deed was nobly done ; 
True Eritiſh valour did ſucceed, 
nd half the tyrant's country won. 
Rule, &c, 


Nou peace again her olive rears, 
nd war is o'er on Indian plains ; 
q Drink to the conq'ror's health and years, 
And laud them with prophetic ſtrains, 
Rule, &c. 


— — K— 


THE TOPER A CONVERT TO BEAUTY, 


Baccuvs now no more delights me, 
Nor the gaily.ſparkling bowl ; | 
Venus' ſofter joy invites me, 


Love poſſeſſes all my ſoul! 


Co, ye powers Bacchanalian, 
Song and jeſt, and ſparkling wine; 
Lead me to the groves Idalian, 
Shading beauty's ſacred ſhrine, 
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There with Venus and the Graces. 
Let me quaff immortal joys! 
Sunk in beauty's ſoft embraces, 
Beauty's vleſling never cloys, 


What are Bacchus's reeling pleaſures, 
Song and jeſt, and revels rare ? 

Beauty, love, alone are treaſures, 
Worth a happy mortal's care, 
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LITTLE BEN. 


BY DIBDIN, 


REplendent gleam'd the ample moon, 
Reflected on the glitt' ring lee; 

The bell proclaim'd night's awful noon, 
And ſcarce a ripple ſhook the ſea; 

When thus, for ſailors, nature's care, 
What education has deny'd, 

Have of ſtrong ſenſe a bounteous ſhare, 
By obſervation well ſupply'd. 

While thus, in bold and honeſt guiſe, 
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For wiſdom mov'd his tongue, 
Drawing from wiſdom comfort's drop, 
In truth and fair reflection wiſe, 
Right chearfully he ſung — 
Little Ben who keeps his watch on the main top. 


Why ſhould the hardy tar complain ? 
*Tis certain true he weathers more, 
From dangers on the roaring main, 
Than lazy lubbers know aſhore. 
Ne'er let the noble mind deſpair, 
Tho? rolling ſeas run mountains high; 
All things are built with equal care, 
Firſt-rate or wherry, man or fly. 
If there's a Power that never errs, 
And certainly *tis ſo, 
For honeſt hearts what comforts drop, 
As well as kings and emperors, 
Why not take in tow 
Little Ben who keeps his watch on the main top ? 


What tho” to diſtant climes I roam, 
Far from my Nancy's darling charms, 
The ſweeter is my welcome home, 
To bliſsful moorings in her arms, 
Perhaps 
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Perhaps ſhe on that ſober moon 
A lover's obſervation takes, 
And longs that little Ben may ſoon 
Relieve that heart which ſorely aches, 
Ne'er fear—that Pow'r that never errs, 
That guards all things below, 
For honeſt hearts what comforts drop, 
As well as Kings and emperors, 
Will ſurely take in tow 
Little Ben that keeps his watch on the main top? 


De dee . p © 
MEUM AND TUUM. 
BY DIBDIN, 5 
Arran, if 'tis no lie in this world we are living, 7 


And it en't, for 'tis ſeen ev'ry day, 
That the trueſt of joys honeſt hearts are receiving, 
Are thoſe they are giving away. 


A 


Sure men are all ſiſters, and couſins, and brothers, 
And *tis clear to the ſtupideſt elf, 

That the beſt kind of comfort a man gives to others, 
Is that which he takes to himſelf, 

Thus this bother and game, this ſame meum & tuum, 
Means the devil a meaning but ſuum. 
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For your friend's peace of mind ſhould you let your 
mouth water, 
And be getting the wiſh you obtain, 
In poſſeſſing his purſe, or his wife, or his daughter, 
What delight would the joy be but pain ? 


Then let knav'ry alone, the vain work's uſeleſs labour, 
Be't for love, or for pow'r, or for pelf; 
For every wrong that a man does his neighbour, 
Sure is not he doing himſelf ? | 
Thus this bother, &c. 


Then from ſuch botheration in pity releaſe us, 
Fortune all you beſtow will repay, 

And though poor as Job, you'll be all rich as Creſus, 
For you'll keep what you've given away. 


The fine generous maxim then while you're purſuing, 
Spend your all to hoard mountains of pelf; 
Soar high while you're finking, be proſp'rous in ruin, 
And give joy to enjoy it yourſelf, 
And thus have I prov'd little, &c. 
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SHE NEVER THINKS OF ME. 


Tu E morning dew that wets the roſe, 
Its blooming tints more lovely ſhews, 
So on my Mary's face appears 

The pearly luſtre of her tears, 

When others woes ſhe weeps to ſee, 
But ah ! ſhe never thinks of me, 


When round the youths in tranſport gaze, 
And love forbids the pow'r to praiſe, 
While ſhe with artleſs mein beguiles, 
And ſweetly wounds with fatal ſmiles, 
Her triumph full I'm fond to ſce, 

Altho' ſhe never thinks of me. 


Then go, fair Hope, for ever go, 
Here will I nouriſh deareſt woe ; 

For ſorrow's ſelf can ſweets impart, 
Sweet ev'ry pang that rends the heart, 
And ſweet to die 'twill ſurcly be, 

For ker who never thinks of me, 
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THE SEA-WORN TAR, 


Tur ſea- worn tar, who in the war, 
No danger e' er could move; 

True to his gun, all hazards run, 
Yet thought upon his love: 

But home again, forgets his pain, 
And ſeeks his faithful laſs ; 


Lock'd in her arms, enjoys her charms, 
And fills the ſparkling glaſs. 


Ihe ſhip ſafe moor'd, with gold well ſtor'd, 
All dangers now are o'er ; 

Ilis timbers tight, his rigging light, 
He ſcuds along the ſhore : 

To ſeek the place where ev'ry grace 
Adorns his charming laſs; 

Then in her arms enjoy her charms, 
And fills the ſparkling glaſs. 


In war renown'd, with honour crown'd, 
le laughs and fings away; 
Oft fore and aft, above, abaft, 

He talks from night to day, 


| N 
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Of red-hot balls, and batter'd walls, 
To entertain his laſs ; 
Lock'd in her arms, enjoys her charms, 
And fills the ſparkling glaſs, 


e 5 


A FAVOURITE SEA SONG. 
RovaL orders given for ſailing, 


Sailors ne'er in duty failing, 

Round St, Helen's boldly bearing, 

Albion's coaſt proud Spaniard's daring, 
Politely pop a ſmart ſalute. 

He ſuſpects our wiſh to flog him, 

Crowds his rags, in wake we dog him, 

With his ſtern-chaſe guns he galls us, 


Raking fore and aft, he mauls us; 


Roaring billows bring us cloſe, 
Of my iron pills a doſe, 
Wrapt in ſmoke 1 ſend him, 
To mend him. 
Thus a moment ſtrike him mute: 
Now the throat of battle roaring ! 
Show'rs of bullets pelting, pouring; 
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Captains, ſword in hand, commanding, 
To the knees in carnage ſtanding, 
Life for life, the fierce diſpute. 


Cannon loud *gainſt cannon ranting, 
At his gun, poor Jack ſee panting, 
As to lip he lifts the toddy, 
Off flies head, and down drops body: 
Seas of drink are thine, poor Jack! 
Mainmaſt falls, knocks coming harder, 
Fillips prove to Britiſh ardor, 
Boom and bowſprit ſnap like ſapling, 
She'd ſheer off, all hands for grapling : 
Now the crew, with one-accord, 
Piſtol, cutlaſs, ſpring on board; 
Firing ! ſmaſhing ! 
Cutting ! daſhing ! 
Miſericorde! ah! round they clack. 
She's a log upon the water, 
Pity ſtays the ſword of ſlaughter; 
When the foe ſhall fall beneath it, 
Britiſh mercy then can ſheath it ; 
Glory led to the attack, 


— Mt a dts. Blk * 


YOU 


— 


1198 
YOU SHALL BE MY LOVE, 


As Jockey ſat beneath a ſhade, 
While breezes fan the grove, 
Young Jenny tript along the mead, 
The laſs that Jockey lov'd ; 
O! did you know, he cry'd the pain 
That harbours in my breaſt, 
You ne'er would let me ſue in vain, 
But make me ever bleſt. 
Then let's gang down the burn ſo gay, 
Or thro? the ſhady grove ; 
For there we'll toy, and kiſs and play, 
And you ſhall be my love, 


1 For I'll no longer ſingle be, 
1 I hate a ſingle life; 
Then Jenny do incline to me, = 
And thou ſhalt be my wife: ) 
l | For oh! your een they glitter ſo, 
! Their charms I ſcarce can tell, 
But this I know where'er I go, 5 
I love my Jenny well. ; . 1 4 
Then let's gang down, &c, 
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Young 
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Young Jenny heard the tender tale, 
And promis'd to be kind; 
Soft tales of love did ſoon prevail, 
And ſoon ſhe own'd her mind: 
Next day to kirk they fondly ſtray d, 
There vow'd to love for life ; 
Yair Jane, tho” late the coldeſt maid, 
Is now the fondeſt wife. 
They now gang down the burn ſo gay, 
Or thro” the ſhady grove, 
And there they toy, and kiſs and play, 
Exchanging vows of love, 
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THE BANES OF TWEE D. 


"8 f F UST when the blooming fragrant ſpring 

* 0 Proclaim'd the near approach of May, 

v When in the grove the blackbirds ſing 
Their chearful notes on ev'ry ſpray ; 

| Young Sandy ſought the rural green, 
The ruſtic dance, the tuneful reed ; 

And Jenny's charms firſt caught his een, 

Upon the verdant banks of Tweed. 
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She was ſa fair, fa blithe a laſs, 

She danc'd and mov'd like any queen; 
Her {miles would May-day morn ſurpaſs, 

And laughing love was 1n her cen, 
From roſy morn to night he'd rove, 

And to ſaft ſtrains he tun'd his reed; 
Ile ſung of bonny Jane and love, 

Upon the verdant banks of Tweed, 


he god of love was Sandy's friend, 
And look'd wi' gentle pity down; 
A pointed dart did quickly ſend, 

And made the bonny laſs his own. 
More fair and dear ſince marriage vow, 
To her and love he tunes his reed ; 

In ſweet delights they revel now 
Upon the verdant banks of Tweed. 
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THE TAR FOR ALL WEATH ERS. 


1 Sail'd from the Downs in the Nancy, 
My jib, how it ſmack'd thro” the breeze ! 
She's a veſſel as tight to my fancy. 
As ever fail'd on the ſalt ſeas, 
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1 Then adieu to the white cliffs of Briton, 
4 Our girls, and our dear native ſhore : 
For, if ſome hard rock we ſhould ſplit on, 
| We ſhall never ſee them any more. 
5 But ſailors were born for all weathers, 
| Great guns, let it blow high, blow low ; 
| Our duty keeps us to our tethers, 

And where the gale drives, we muſt go, 


When we enter'd the gut of Gibraltar, 
I verily thought ſhe'd have ſunk ; 
For the wind ſo began for to alter, 
She yaw*d, juſt as thof ſhe was drunk. 
The ſquall tore the mainſail to ſhivers ; 
Helm a weather, the hoarſe boatſwain crics, 
Brace the fore-ſail atwhart—ſce ſhe quivers, 
As thro” the rough tempeſt ſhe flies. 
But ſailors were born, &c, 


The ſtorm came on thicker and faſter, 
As black juſt as pitch was the ſky, 
When truly a doleful diſaſter 
Befel three poor ſailors and I ; 


__ Ben 
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pen Buntline, Sam Shroud, and Dick Handſail, f 
By a blaſt that came furious and hard, 
Juſt while we were furling the main fail, | 
Were ev'ry ſoul ſwept from the yard, 
But ſailors were born, &c, 


Poor Ben, Sam and Dick cry'd, Peccavi! 
As for I, at the riſk of my neck, 
While they ſunk down in peace to old Davy, 
Caught a rope, and ſo landed on deck. 
Well, what would you have? we were ſtranded, 
And out of a fine jolly crew, 
Of three hundred that fail'd, never lande 
But I, and (I think) twenty-two. 
But ſailors were born, &c. 
After thus we at ſea had miſcarry'd, | 
Another gueſ;-way ſat the wind, 
For to England J came, and got marry'd 
To a laſs that was comely and kind: 
But, waether for joy or vexation, 
We know not for what we were born; 1 
Perhaps J may find a kind ſtation; f by 
Perhaps I may touch at Cape Horn, j 
But ſailors were born, &c. | a 
JEM 1 
** 


JEM OF ABERDEEN. 


Py 
+ | HE tuneful lav*rocks cheer the grove, 
And ſweetly ſmells the fimmer green ; 
Now o'er the mead I love to rove 
Wi” bonny Jem of Aberdeen: 
Whene'er we ſit beneath the broom, 
Or wander o'er the lea ; 
He's always wooing, woning, wooin?, 
Always wooing me. 


He's freſh and fair as flow'rs in May, 
ihe blitheſt lad of a' the green; 
How tweet the time will paſs away 
Wi' bonny Jem of Aberdeen. 
Whene'er we fit, &c, 


Wi' joy I leave my father's cot, 
WY ilka ſport of glen or green; 
Well pleas'd to ſhare the humble lot 
Of bonny Jem of Aberdeen, 
Whene'er we ſit, &c, 
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A FAVOURITE SONG. 


Wurx firſt I kenn'd young Sandy's face, 
le ſung and look'd with fic a grace, 

Ile ſtole my heart, but did na care, 

The lad he lov'd a laſs more fair : 

| And oft I ſung oer brae and burn, 

| How ſweet's the love that meets return! 


Ile lov'd a laſs with fickle mind, 

Was ſometimes cauld, and ſometimes kind; 
Which made the love- ick laddie rue, 

For ſhe was cauld when he was true ; 

Ile mourn'd and ſung o'er brae and burn, 
How ſ{weet's the love that meets return |! 


One day a pretty wreath he twin'd, 
Where cowſlips and ſweet lav*rocks join'd, 
To make a garland for her hair, 

But ſhe refus'd a gift ſo fair. 

This ſcorn, he cry'd, can ne'er be borne ; 
But ſweet's the love that meets return! | 
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Juſt then he met my tell- tale een, N 
And trueſt love is ſooneſt ſeen; | 
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Dear laſs, ſaid he, my heart is thine, 
For thy ſoft wiſhes are like mine; 
Now Jenny in her turn may mourn, 
For ſweet's the love that meets return ! 


My anſwer was bold, frank and kind, 

I lov'd the lad, and told my mind : 

To kirk we went with hearty glee, 

And wha ſae bleſt as he and me? 

Now blithe we ſing o'er brae and burn, 
How ſweet's the love that meets return ! 


Ce U 


THE SAILOR's RETURN, 


Brrak was the morn when William left his Nancy, 
The fleecy ſnow frown'd on the whiten'd ſhore, 
Cold as the fears that chill'd her dreary fancy, 
| While ſhe her ſailor from her boſom tore; 
[1 To his fill'd heart as little Nancy preſſing, 
| While a young tar the ample trowſers ey'd, 
In need of firmneſs, in this ſtate diſtreſſing, 
| Will, check'd the riſing ſigh, and fondly cry'd, 
| Ne'er fear the perils of the fickle ocean, 
L 4 Sorrow 'g 
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Sorrow's a notion, 
Grief all in vain; 
Sweet love take heart, 
ror we but part 
In joy to meet again, 


Loud blew the wind, when leaning on that willow, 
Where the dear name of William printed ſtood, 
When Nancy ſaw, tols'd by a faithleſs billow, 


A ſhip daſn'd galuſt a rock that topp'd the flood: 


Her tender heart with frantic ſorrow thrilling, 
Wild as the ſtorm that howl'd along the ſhore, 
No longer could reſiſt a ſtroke ſo killing, 
*Tis he! ſhe cried, nor ſhall I ſee him more! 
Why did he ever truſt the fickle ocean ? 
Sorrow's my portion, 
Miſery and pain! 
Break my poor heart, 
For now we part, 
Never to meet again. 


Mild was the eve, all nature was ſmiling, 
Four tedious years had Nancy paſs'd in grief, 
When, with her children the ſad hours beguiling, 
She ſaw her William fly to her relief. 


Sunk 
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SJank in his arms with bliſs he quickly found her, 
But ſoon return'd to life, to love and joy, 
While her grown young ones anxiouſly ſurround her, 
And now Will claſps his girl, and now his boy : 
Did I not ſay, tho? *tis a fickle ocean, 
Sorrow's all a notion, 
Grief all in vain ? 
My joy how ſweet, 
For now we meet, 
Never to part again ! 


oo 


FAMILY LIKENESS, 


Lov ELY woman, pride of nature, 
Good, and ſweet, and kind, and fair, 

Than man a higher ſtile of creature, 
Perfect as celeittals are: 

See Myra come like ſtately Juno, 
Ee fair ard ever young; 

Compl.cel; like, as { and you know, 
For „y ra, Ike Juno, has a tongue, 
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Young Celia's charms that beam ſo ſweetly, 
To paint ah! what can words avail, 
She Venus” ſelf, and ſo completely, 
That Celia is, like Venus frail, 
To woo the charming Gloriana, 
Audacity would ſtand afraid ; 
She, chaſte and icy as Diana, 
And, like Diana, an old maid, 


Thus women boaſt a near relation, 
*T1s plain to the celeſtial race; 
Thus we of their divine creation 
A family reſemblance trace. 
If then ſome faults of this complexion, 
Like ſpots upon that ſun, their fame, 
Ruſt this ſame model of perfection, 
The ſtars, not women, are to blaine, 
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TIGHT LADS OF THE OCEAN, 


I Sing of that life of delight beyond meaſure, 

That tars calmly lead on the boiſterous main, 
Where toil is enjoyment, where troubles all pleaſure, 
And where men loſe their lives a ſure fortune to 

gain, 
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Where you fear no diſeaſes but ſickneſs and ſcurvy, 
Where the water ſtinks ſweetly, by way of a zeſt, 
\Where you walk on your legs, when you're not topſy 
turvy, [reſt ! 
And where, tho” you ſleep ſoundly, you're never at 
Then puſh round the can, oh you have not a notion 
Of ſailors, their grog, & their ſweethearts, & wives, 
Ah give me, my ſoul, the tight lads of the ocean, 
Who, tho? they're ſo wretched, lead ſuch happy 
lives, 
Then you're always of billows & winds 1n the middle, 
That ſo daſh, and fo whiſtle, and bodder your cars, 
And play a duet with the tar's ſong and fiddle, 
So ſweetly that ſounds, and that nobody hears ; 
Then to ſce the tight lads, how they laugh at a ſtranger, 
Who fears billows can drown, and nine pounders 
can kill, 
For you're ſure ſafe enough, were you not in ſuch 
danger, 
And might loll at your eaſe, if you could but fit ſtill. 
'Then puſh round the can, &c. 


\Vhat of perils that always the ſame, are ſo various, 
And thro* ſhot holes and leakes leaye wide open 
death's doors, 


ht 
Devil a riſk's in a battle, wer't not ſo precarious, 
Storms were all gig and fun, but for breakers and 
ſhores ! 
In ſhort a tar's life, you may ſay dat I told it, 
Who leaves quiet and peace, foreign countries to 
roam, 
Is, of all other lives I'll be bound to uphold it, 
The beſt life in the world next to ſtaying at home, 
Ihen puſh round the can, &c, 
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THE JOVIAL COCKER, 


TUNE—THE JOLLY ANGLER, 


Or the jovial ſons of game 
Scatter'd o'er the nation, 
From the higheſt rank of fame 

Jo the loweſt ſtation, 
None there are 
That can compare 
To cockers for a ſpirit : 


Old and young of the throng, 
| When 
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When they hear, far or near, 
Of a fight, take a flight, 

Free and bold, ſport their gold, 
Mongſt their brethren of the band; 
Winning, loſing, ne'er refuſing 

To diſcount a juit demand, 
While of caſh their pockets ſtand 
Stout enough to bear it. 


Not a country, ſave our own, 
Can ſuch ſort be found in, 
But in Britain's ifle alone 
Doth ſuch bloods abound in; 
Truc-bred ſtags, 
Like Engliſh lads, 
Win the fight or die, Sir; 
if by chance the breed of France 
Mix among our feathered throng, 
Thoſe we lot for ſpit or pot, 
For to feel the prick of ſteel 
Makes 'em cow'r and turn tail, 
Haſting, ſhifting, running, mourning : 
Britiſh fowls, boys, never fail, 
Qyer French cocks to prevail, 
Ox to make them fly, Sir. 


ke, 
*Tis a comely pleaſing fight, 
Ona ſummer's morning, 
To behold in ſplendor bright, 
All in bloom adorning, 
Chanticleer, 
Devoid of fear, 
In pride the world outvying : 
Claps his wings, then he ſings, 
Now he walks, then he ſtalks, 
Turns his head, of coral red, 
For to hear of any near 
Anſwer to his thrilling ſound ; 
| Cawing, crowing, rutting, ſtrutting, 
| Braving all his neighbours round ; 
Combats thoſe that's ever found 
On his boundary prying, 


| 
' 
' 
{ 
| 
' 
[ 
| 


When the time approaches nigh _ 
That there's ſport enſuing, 
For the pit away we fly, 
Tancy's will purſuing : | 
I hold a crown, | | 
Before they're down, 
Take of each your likiog : 
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Standers 
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Standers by, loudly cry, 
Odds the grey wins the day ; 
But in a while, the ginger pile 
Foremoſt gets, now the bets 
Turn about from fide to fide : 
Panting, breathing, bleeding, dying, 
There's a conteſt bravely try'd ; 
Grey was bottom tho' he dy'd, 
And a true-bred chicken, 
Soon as e'er the battle ends, 
From the fight retiring, 
All fit down as jovial friends, 
What is more defiring, 
'Thaa to ſee, 
Quite frank and free, 
Social mirth combining; 
Now we brag of duck-wing ſtag ; 
Make a match, ſing a catch, 
Drink and ſmoke, paſs a joke, 
Then again to the ſame; 
Thus the hours glide away ; 
_ Gentle, ſimple, wicked, ragged, 
All delight to ſport and play, 
And their loſings feeely pay, 
Ne'er at fate repining. 
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Let the reſt of different ſcenes 
Boaſt their greateſt pleaſure, 
Of the turf or pictur'd queens, | 
Sporting free their treaſure ; 
Let them prefer 
Inferior | 
Delights of recreation : 
Engliſh blood, ſtaunch and good, | 
Love to cock, drink and ſmoke, 1 
And reſort, for the ſport, 
To and fro, high or low, 
Wind about each different ſhire ; 
Cutting, trimming, heeling, betting, 
Care not for what point we bear, 
Cockers always meet and fare 


With the beſt in faſhion, 
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| THE LAD 1S PRETTY. 


In ſimmer time when aw is gay, 
And looks wi fic a grace, 
| I gladly ken the lambkins play, 
As round the meads I trace ; 
Then 
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Then Jockey tunes his pipe with glee, 
And ſings ſa blithe a ditty, 

I ane he's pleaſing unto me, 
For troth the lad is pretty, 


His face is ruddy as the morn, 
And gowden is his hair; 

Good-nature does his mind adorn, 
And canty is his air; 

I loo him well I need muſt ane, 
He is ſa blithe and witty ; 

But yet I mun a tell him ſane, 
Altho' he is ſa pretty, 
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. i For when lads ken, we laſſes like, 
| They'll try an artful tale, 
| | To gain their ends 1s aw belike, 
If once they can prevail : 

To leave us then is their delight, 
Wi'out out one grain of pity ; 
So I mun keep my mind outright, 

Altho' the lad is pretty. 


Na mickle he's of worldly gear, 
He did to me confeſs ; 
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If he is true I dinna care, 
Indeed if it were leſs ; 

To kirk if he will gang wi me, 
I then will ſhew him pity ; 
And happy I with him ſhall be, 
For troth the lad is pretty, 


. d- 
THE SOLDIER's ADIEU, | 


Aviv! adieu ! my only life, 
My honour calls me from thee ! 
Remember thou'rt a ſoldier's wife, 
Thoſe tears but ill hecome thee, 
What tho' by duty I am call'd 
Where thund'ring cannons rattle, 
Where valour's felf might ftand appall'd, 
When on the wings of thy dear love, 
To heaven above 
Thy fervent oriſons are flown ; 
The tender pray'r 
Thou-put'ſt up there, 
Shall call a guardian angel down, 
To watch me in the battle. 
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My ſafety thy fair truth ſhall be, 
As ſword and buckler ſerving ; 
My life ſhall be more dear to me, 
Becauſe of thy preſerving. 
Let peril come, let horror threat, 
Let thund'ring cannons rattle, 
I fearleſs ſeek the conflict's heat, 
Aſſur'd, when on the wings of love, 
To heaven above, &c, 


Enough with that benignant ſmile, 
Some kindred god inſpir'd thee, 
Who ſaw thy boſom void of guile, 
Who wonder'd and admir'd thee. 
I go, aſſur'd, my life, adieu! 
Tho” thund'ring cannons rattle ; 
Tho' murd'ring carnage ftalk in view, 
When on the wings of thy true love, 
To heaven above, &c, 
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TULLOCH GORUM, 


Cox gie's a ſang, the lady cry'd, 

And lay your diſputes all afide, 
What fignifies't for folks to chide 

For what's been done before them? 
Let Whig and Tory all agree, 
Whig and Tory, Whig and Tory, 
Let Whig and Tory all agree, 

To drop their whigmegmorum, 
Let Whig and Tory all agree 
To ſpend this night with mirth and glee, 
And cheerfu' fing alang wi' me 

The reel of Tullochgorum, 


Tullochgorum's my delight, 

It gars us a' in ane unite, 

And ony ſumph that keeps up ſpite, 
In conſcience I abhor him, 

Blithe and merry we's be a', 

Blithe and merry, blithe and merry, 

Blithe and merry we's be a', 


SN : | 
And make a cheerfu* quorum, 
Blithe and merry we's be a” 
As lang's we ha'e a breath to draw, 
And dance till we be like to fa”, 
The reel of Tullochgorum, 


There needs na' be ſa great a phraſe 

Wi' dringing dull Italian lays, 

I wad na gi'e our ain Strathſprays 
For half a hundred ſcore o'em, 

They're douff and dowie, at the beſt, 

Douff and dowie, douſf and dowie, 

They're douff and dowie at the beſt, 
W'i' a' their variorum. 

1hey're douff and dowie at the beſt, 

1heir allegros, and a' the reſt, 

They cannot pleaſe a Highland taſte, 
Compar'd wi' Tullochgorum, 


Let wardly minds themſelves oppreſs, 

i' fear of want and double ceſs, 

And filly ſauls themſelves diftreſs 
Wi” keeping up decorum. 

Shall we ſae ſour and ſulky ſit, 

Sour and ſulky, ſour and ſulky, - 
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Shall we fae ſour and ſulky ſit, 
Like auld Philoſophorum ? 
Shall we fac ſour and ſulky fit, 
Wi' neither ſenſe, nor mirth, nor wit, 
And canna' riſe to ſhake a fit 
At the reel of Tullochgorum, 


May choiceſt bleſſings till attend 
Fach honeſt-hearted open friend, 
And calm and quiet be his end, 
Be a' that's good before him! 
May peace and plenty be his lot, 
Peace and plenty, peace and plenty, 
May peace and plenty be his lot, 
And dainties a great ſtore o'em, 
May peace and plenty be his lot, 
Unſtain'd by any vicious blot, 
And may he never want a groat, 
That's fond of Tullochgorum, 


But for the diſcontented fool, 
Who wants to be oppreſſion's tool, 
May envy gnaw his rotten foul, 
And blackeſt fiends devour him. 
May dole and ſorrow be his chance, 


Dole 
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Dole and ſorrow, dole and ſorrow, 
May dole and forrow be his chance, 
And honeſt ſouls abhor him, 
May dole and ſorrow be his chance, 
And a' the ills that come frae France, 
Whoe'er he be that winna dance 
The reel of Tullochgorum ! 


(Oo Cummmnnnm tv. n—_— 
SWEET BUD TO LAURA's BOSOM CO, 


DWEET bud to T.aura's boſom go, 
And live beneath her eye; 

There in the ſun of beanty blow, 
Or taſte of heav'n and die. 


Sweet earneſt of the blooming year, 
Whoſe dawning beauties ſpeak 
The budding bluſh of ſummer near, 

The ſummer on her cheek, 


Bleſt emblem of the nymph I love, 
Reſembling beauty's morn ; | 

To Laura's boſom haſte, and prove 
One roſe without a thorn, 
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JOCKEY OF THE GREEN, 


No mair ye bonny laſſes gay, 
Your blitkefome ſonnets now diſplay, 
For Jem of Aberdeen, 
But join your voices now with me, 
And, as we fing along the Lee, 
Sing Jockey of the Green, 


His looks like any ſun- beams play, 

When Phoabus gilds the firſt of May, 
His face is ruddy ſeen, | 

And then he trips with fic a grace, | 

All other lads to him give place, 
Sweet Jockey of the Green, 

At kirk he ſays he'll take my hand, 

Who can his bonny ſuit withſtand, 
He ſmiles ſa {ſweet I ween ; 

I vow my heart cannot deny, 

Wi' his kind wiſh I ſhall comply, 
My Jockey of the Green, 


I COULD 
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1 COULD NOT HELP IT; NO, NOT I. 


fa PLAGUE upon the men, I ſay ! 
They'll never leave poor girls alone; 

E'er teazing, teazing, night and day, 
. TW they have won us for their own, 
And yet, that women love the men, 

lis ſurely folly to deny, 
For nine will anſwer out of ten, 

« cannot help it ; no, not 1,” 


I told young Edwy, t'other day, 
I never wou'd become a bride ; 
But ſure he took a certain day, 
To tell me truly, that I ly'd! 
Firſt with a kiſs, he ſtop'd my breath, 
And ſoftly ſaid “ Sweet creature, why?“ 
And tho” he ſqucez'd me, moſt to death, 
J could not help it; no, not J. | 


Well, what d'ye think at laſt I ſaid, 
I never ſhall forget, I ſwear! 
« I'll tell plain, I'll never wed; 
So teaſe me now, fir, if you dare!“ 
But, 
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But, oh! he kiſs'd me then fo ſweet, 
And look'd ſo charming in my eye! 
I vow'd at church the youth to meet; 
I could not help it; no, not I, 


S H r 
OUTWARD BOUND, 


To Old St. Cath'rine's now adieu! 
Likewiſe to Peggy, Kate, and Sue, 
And Poll of Wapping Sound! 
Our anchor's weigh'd, the ſails unfurl'd, 
And now to plough the wa'try world, 
Yo, yea! we're outward hound, 
Our anchor's weigh'd, &c, 


The gale blows freſh, the wind nor. eaſt, 
Six knots an hour we ſcud at leaſt, 
Huzza! the ſhores reſound ; 
Our thund'ring guns again reply, 
And ſalutations rend the ſky, 
Yo, yea! we're outward bound, 


Mayhap, ere far we chance to go, 
Some rich galleon we'll tak: in tow, 


And ſuch are to be fouud ; 


„ 
Why, then each man will touch the chink, 
And, dam'me, lads, like fiſhes drink, 
Vo, yea! we're outward bound. 


And ſhould we touch at Malabar, 

Or veer to foreign parts afar, 
We ne'er ſhall lack a pound; 

Our purſer will our wants ſupply, 

And while we've grog, we ne'er ſhall die, 
Yo, yea! we're outward bound, 


Old England we ſhall fee again, 
Ne'er fear, my hearts, and ſailors, then 
The girls will flock around ; 
And we, like tars, their charms will clench, 
And freely board each ſmiling wench, 
Yo, yea! we're homeward bound. 
Our anchor's weigh'd, &c, 


A HUNTING SONG. 


Y E ſportſmen for pleaſure and exerciſe born, 
For ſhame, leave your beds, and ariſe with the morn ! 
The goddeſs Diana leads forth to the chace, 

And day, my brave fellows, breaks on us apace ; 


| 


10 
The morn is a ſine one, right healthy and clear, 
Fine ſport will attend us, my boys, never ſear; 
And now we're all ready, huzza ! for the field, 
Each pleaſure to hunting, ſweet hunting muſt yield. 
Lach pleatureto hunting, &c, 
Our ſteeds are ſure-footed, our dogs ſtaunch and good, 
Prepar'd to encounter with lake, fence, and wood ; 
Now, Kevnard, have at ye; tlie hounds have the ſcent, 
And eager for blood, on deſtruction are bent. 
Hark ! hark! how the clamour reſounds thro” the 
ſpheres, 
The glorivus confuſion enraptures the ears. 
Sly Reynard ſtill heads them the length of the field, 
Each pleaſure to hunting, fweet hunting muſt vield, 
ach pleaſure to hunting, &c, 


By Nimrod, how charming the chace does improve ! 

Hills, vallies, and mountains, apparently move ; 

The fox is a ſtager, how daring he flies! 

Dogs, horſes, and huntſmen, the bruſher defies ; 

But, fee, how he trembles, and halts to gain breath, 

Now nothing can ſave him from imminent death; 

The harriers have ſeiz'd him, what ſhouts rend the field 

Each pleaſure to hunting, ſweet hunting muſt yield, 
Each pleaſure to hunting, &c, 
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THE SOLDIER's LAST RETREAT. 


BY DIBDIN, 


Aras! the battle's loſt and won, 
Dick Flint's borne off the field 

By death, from whom the ſtouteſt run, 
Who makes whole armies yield, 

Dick well in honour's footſteps trod, 

> Brav'd war, and its alarms ; 

Now death, beneath the humble ſod, 
Has grounded his arms, 


Dick's march'd before us on a rout, 
Where ev'ry ſoldier's ſent ; 

His fire 1s dead, his courage out, 
His ammunition ſpent : 

His form, ſo active, now a clod, 
His grace no longer charms, 

For death, beneath the humble ſod, 
Has grounded his arms, 


Come, fire a volley o'er his grave, 
Dead marches let us beat ; 
War's honours well become the brave, 


Who ſound their laſt retreat, 
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All muſt obey fate's awful nod, 
Whom life this moment warms ; 
Death, ſoon or late, beneath the ſod, 
Will ground the ſoldier's arms, 


SS- 


HUMANITY's COT. 
BY DIBDIN. 


Or horns and of echoes, that thro? the woods ring, 
And of lads full of ſpunk and of ſoul ; 

And of gay ſporting boxes let other bards ſing, 
Merely built for the chace or the bowl, 

I bring you of ſportſmen a true and tried knot, 

Who ſport a ſnug box call'd humanity's cot. 


In honour, in danger, worth ſunk by its fears, 
On thoſe courſers their wiſhes they're borne, 

To hunt vice to the toils, and to dry virtue's tears, 
As the ſun melts the dew of the morn ; 

Then join of true ſportſmen ſo noble a knot, 


The good lads that inhabit humanity's cot, 
When 


— 
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What chace a delight can more glorious yield, 
'Than to hunt in ſo noble a track ; 
Vice and folly the game, wide creation the field, 
And the vot'ries of honour the pack. lot, 
Rejoice then, ye ſportſmen, who're thrown by fate's 
Mongſt the lads that inhabit humanity's cot, 


Return'd from their toil, with life's comforts well 
Reflection their food gives a zeſt [ſtor'd, 

Health ſeaſons the viand that ſmokes on their board, 
A clear conſcience invites them to reſt : 

And ſweet are the ſlumbers that fall to the lot, 

Of the lads, who inhabit humanity's cot, 


Then let each Engliſh ſportſman theſe maxims embrace 
Who the ſpoils of true honour would ſhare, 

All that's noxious to hunt to the toils in life's chace, 
All that's harmleſs and uſeful to ſpare : 

So the bleſſings of thouſands {hall make up their lot, 

And each ſporting box vie with humanity's cot, 
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THE BLIND SAILOR, 


Com E, never ſeem to mind it, 
Nor count your fate a curſe; _ 

However ſad you find it, 
Yet ſomebody is worſe: 

In danger ſome muſt come off ſhort, 
Yet why ſhould we. deſpair ? 

For if bold tars are fortune's ſport, 
Still are they fortune's care, 


Why, when our veſſel blew up, 
A fighting that there Don; 

Like ſquibs and crackers flew up 
The crew, each mother's ſon : 

They ſunk—ſome rigging ſtopt me ſhort, 
While twirling 1n the air ; 

And thus, if tars are re” s ſport, 
Still are they fortune's care. 


Young Peg, of Portſmouth Common, 
Had like to have been my wife ; 
Long fide of ſuch a woman, 
I'd led a pretty life ; 
A landf. 


U 
* 
: 
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A landſman, one Jem Davenport, 
She convoy'd to Horn-tair ; 
And thus, tho' tars are fortune's ſport, 
They ſtill are fortune's care, 


A ſplinter knock'd my noſe off, 
My bow-ſprit's gone, I cries ; 

Yet well it kept their blows off; 
Thank God, *twas not my eyes. 
Chance if again their fun's that ſort, 

Let's hope I've had my ſhare ; 
Thus, if bold tars are fortune's ſportt, 
They till are fortune's care, 


Scarce with theſe words I'd outed, 
Glad for my eyes and limbs, 

When a cartridge burſt, and doubted 
Both my two precious glims, 

Well then they're gone, cry'd I, in ſhort, 
Yet fate my life did ſpare ; 

And thus, tho? tars are fortune's ſport, 
They {till are fortune's care, 


I'm blind, and I'm a cripple, 
Yet chearful would I ſing, 
N Were 


: 
' 
| 
L 
| 
' 

: 
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Were my diſaſters triple, 
*Cauſe why, 'twas for my King; 
Beſides, each Chriſtian 1 exhort, 
Pleas'd, will ſome pittance ſpare; 
And thus, tho? tars are fortune's ſport, 
They ſtill are fortune's care. 
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THE MULBERRY TREE. 
BY COLL1XNS, 


Tur ſweet briar grows in the merry green wood, 
Where the mulk roſe diffuſes its perfume ſo free, 

But the blight often ſeizes both bloſſom and bud; 
While the mildew flies over the mulberry-tree, 


In the nurſery rear'd, like the young tender vine, 
Mankind of all orders and ev'ry degree, 
Firſt crawl on the ground, then ſpring up like the 
pine, | [tree, 
And ſome branch and bear fruit like the mulberry- 


To the fair tree of knowledge, ſome twine like a twig, 
While ſome ſappy ſprouts with its fruit diſagree : 
For which we from birch now and then pluck a ſprig, 

Which 1s not quite ſo ſweet as the mulberry-tree, 


The vaſt tree of life we all eagerly climb, 

And impatiently pant at its high-top to be; 
Tho' nine out of ten are lopp'd off in their prime, 
And they drop like dead leaves from the mulberry - 


trec, 


Some live by the leaf, and ſome live by the bough, 
As the ſong or the dance their vocation may be; 
And ſome live and thrive, tho' we know no more how, 
Than the dew that flies over the mulberry-tree, 


But like weeping willows we hang down the head, 
When poor wither'd elders we're deſtin'd to be; 
And we're minded no more than mere logs when we're 

dead, 


Or the dew that flies over the mulberry-tree, 


Yet hke lignum vitz we hearts of oak wear, 
Or the cedar that keeps from the canker-worm free, 
| While the vine juice we drain, to diſſolve ev'ry care, 
le Like the dew that flies over the mulberry- tree. 


N 2 I'VE 
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Were my diſaſters triple, 
*Cauſe why, 'twas for my King; 
Reſides, each Chriſtian J exhort, 
Pleas'd, will ſome pittance ſpare ; 
And thus, tho' tars are fortune's ſport, 
They ſtill are fortune's care, 
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THE MULBERRY TREE. 
BY COLLINS, 


Tur ſweet briar grows in the merry green wood, 
Where the mulk roſe diffuſes its perfume ſo free, 

But the blight often ſeizes both bloſſom and bud; 
While the mildew flies over the mulberry-tree, 


In the nurſery rear'd, like the young tender vine, 
Mankind of all orders and ev'ry degree, 
Firſt crawl on the ground, then ſpring up like the 


pine, tree. 
And ſome branch and bear fruit like the mulberry- 


To the fair tree of knowledge, ſome tw ine like a twig, 

V ile ſome ſappy ſprouts with its fruit diſagree: 

For which we from birch now and then pluck a ſprig, 
Which is not quite ſo ſweet as the mulberry-tree, 


The vaſt tree of life we all eagerly climb, 
And impatiently pant at its high-top to be; 

Tho? nine out of ten are lopp'd off in their prime, 
And they drop like dead leaves from the mulberry. 


trec, 


Some live by the leaf, and ſome live by the bough, 
As the ſong or the dance their vocation may be; 
And ſome hve and thrive, tho' we know no more how, 
Than the dew that flies over the mulberry-tree, 


But like weeping willows we hang down the head, 
When poor wither'd elders we're deſtin'd to be; 
And we're minded no more than mere logs when we're 

dead, 


Or the dew that flies over the mulberry-tree, 


Yet hke lignum vitz we hearts of oak wear, 
Or the cedar that keeps from the canker-worm free, 
While the vine juice we drain, to diſſolve ev'ry care, 
Like the dew that flies over the mulberry-tree, 
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VE LOST MY HEART TO TEDDY. 


Young Teddy is an Iriſh lad, 
So blithe, ſo tight, ſo merry, 
| And when in ſcarlet beaver clad, 
| The pride of Londonderry, 
= Then Teddy ſhun the war for me, 
Ah Norah be but ſteady, 
But arrah now 1t cannot be, 
I've loit my heart to Teddy, 
Oh, I've loſt my heart to Teddy! 


When firſt we met 'twould make you laugh, 
We look d ſo at each other, 

| But Cupid play'd too ſure by half, 

f My heart was in a pother, 

| Ted ſeiz'd my hand, then ſtole a kiſs, 

| Indeed, ſaid I, already; 

Then forc'd a frown, but 'twas amiſs, 
I'd loſt my heart to Teddy, &c. 


Whene'er the creature meets me now, 
*Tis love, when ſhall we marry ; 
I'm half inclin'd to keep my vow, 
And that is not to tarry ; 


— 
= _ . 
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Oh! ?tis ſo ſweet to join the knot, 
And Eymen's always ready, 
A huſband is, what is he not, 
I've loſt my heart to Teddy, &c, 


S. .. . 


THE PROXY. 


JURVEY the conduct of mankind, 
(Unleſs it too much ſhocks ye) 

His duty no one does, you'll find, 
For all is done by proxy, 


The King, God bleſs him! ſteers the helm, 
And Britain, firm as rock, ſee! 

Sails ſteadily ; yet ſtill his realm 
Is manag'd all by proxy. 


*Tis Pitt, (with Hood and ſome few more) 
From cut-throats ſafely lock ye; 

And keep ſecure the Britiſh ſhore— . 
But they too act by proxy. 


Our Admirals and Gen'rals fight, 
Who never field or dock fee ; 
N 3 But 
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But plagu'd with gouts, keep out of ſight, 
And ſail or fight—by proxy. 


To every office ſhould you go, 
Ihe principal but mocks ye; 
He's at his country ſeat, I trow— 
His buſineſs done by proxy. 


Your Banker ſafely keeps your treaſure, 
Which, rolling in the Stocks, he 
Makes uſe of for his private pleaſure— 

_ Ris aper is his proxy. 


My Lord o'er Europe loves to roam, 
Attended by his doxy, 

And leaves her Ladyſhip at home ;— 
Hs Duty's done by proxy. 


Your butler and your groom have wives, 
In filks and Holland ſmocks, fee ! 

What wonder then they clean your knives 
And dreſs your horſe—by proxy. 


« Pray, where, John, does your Rector live, 
« So fam'd for orthodoxy ?”? 

At Lunnon, Meaſter, I believe, 
© But preaches here—by proxy. 
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© He ſtudies politicks, I hear; 
© He'll ſhoot or hunt—or box ye, 
© And /e/dom goes to church, I fear. 
© But ſays his prayers by proxy. 


« Well, farmer, you fit by your fire, 
« Your man in dirty frock, ſee, 
« Does all your work for ſlender hire 
«© You plow and ſow by proxy. 


* Your ſhepherd /e-ps upon the ground, 
« To watch his ſtraggling flock, fee! 

« But where, alas! would they be found? 
« But for the dog—his proxy. 


My chimney- ſweeper, in yon” court, 
His pipe all day he cocks ye; 

While half. ſtarv'd imps, for © that's your ſort,” 
Do all his work by proxy. 


In every poſt, of Church and State 
Of deputies what flocks, ſce, 

Why ſhould it then ſurpriſe create 
If they go t' heaven by proxy! 


N 4 0 
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TOMORROW. 


BVV COLLINS, 


1UNE— “ wiTH MY JUG IN ONE HAND.“ 


In the downhill of life, 
When I find I'm declining, 
May my fate no leſs fortunate be; 
Than a ſnug elbow chair | 
Can afford tor reclining, 
And a cot that o'erlooks the wide ſea, . 
With an ambling pad poney 
To pace o'er the lawn, 
While I carrol away idle ſorrow ; 
And blitke as the lark 
That each day hails the dawn, 
Look forward with hope for to-morrow, 


With a porch at my door 

Both for ſhelter and ſhade too, 
As the ſunſhine or rain may prevail, 

And a ſmall ſpot of ground 

For the uſe of the ſpade too, 
With a barn for the uſe of the flail; 
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1 A cow for my dairy, 
bs. . A dog for my game, 
1 And a purſe when a friend wants to borrow ; 
I'll envy no Nabob 
His riches or fame, 
Nor what honours may wait him to-morrow, 


From the bleak northern blaſt 
May my cot be completely 
Secur'd by a neighbouring hill; 
And at night may repoſe 
Steal upon me more ſweetly, 
y the ſound ef a murmuring rill ; 
a And while peace and plenty 
I find at my board, 
5 With a heart free from ſickneſs and ſorrow; 
With my friends will I ſhare ks 
What to-day may afford, 
And let them ſpread the table to-morrow, 


And when I at laft 
Mult throw off this frail covering, 
Which I've worn for threeſcore years and ten; 
On the brink of the grave 
I'll not fees to keep hovering, 
Nor my thread wiſk to ſpin o'er again; 


202 } 
But my face in the glaſs - 
I'll ſerenely ſurvey, | 
And with ſmiles count each wrinkle and furrow, 
As this old worn-out ſtuff 
W hich is threadbare to-day, 
May become Everlaſting to-morrow, 


oe 


#e 


BEAU!IFUL SALLY. 
TUNE—© THE HIGH METTLED RACER,” 


Ser the park throng'd with coaches, the nobles all 
To view the dear angel, her ruin's begun, [run 
Princes, dukes, lords, and bankers are firſt in her train, 
In raptures they ogle, tho' yet but in vain ; 

And ſee the old lecher, with luſt in his eyes, 
Scarcely able to crawl, bidding high for the priz e, 
Whilit rakes, bawds & pandarsare hunting her down, 
The beautiful Sally's firit known to the town, 


Now jealouſy rankles in each gallant's breaſt, 

Leſt ſhe by ſome other ſhould firſt be poſſeſt, 

Tho' all the ſame victim with ardour purſue, 

Yet by rank or by gold one obtains the kind view ; 
Fond 
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Fond dreams of ambition her virtue aſſails, 
Till her noble deceiver by art ſoon prevails 
In ſplendour now rolling in chariot and four, 
The beautiful Sally no higher can ſoar. 


But at length the grand rake is cloy'd with his Miſs, 
No longer dear Sally's the fountain of bliſs, 

Whote nights this bright angel muſt paſs all alone, 
To mourn the frail hour that ſhe ne'er can atone ; 
ler glaring attendants, her ſplendour no more, 

She now feels ſuch pangs as ſhe ne'er felr before, 

No proviſion ſhe's made, and her purſe growing leſs, 
The beautiful Sally's firſt known to diſtreſs, 


Perhaps fickle fortune the ſcene now may ſhift, 
And ere ſhe's quite common may give her a lift, 
Her firſt ſad reflections now ſeeking to drown, 

By flying to pleaſure's extravagant round ; 

Balls, plays, maſquerades, and all places of ſport, 
With wild diſſipation ſhe's ſure to reſort, 

Till, alas! quite unable her charms to replace, 
The beautiful Sally's a wretch at King's Face, 


Awhile here ſhe ſtays till all feeling is dead, 
Grown callous to ſhame,ſhe'll now drudge for her bread 
Thro? 


[ 204 J 

Throꝰ bitter abuſes, cold, hungry and dry, 

The long tedious winter the ſtreets ſhe muſt ply ; 
And if ſome kind chance throws a crown in her way, 
The watchman and juſtice come in for their prey, 

Or elſe from the round-houſe to bridewell ſhe's ſent, 
| Where beautiful Sally may ſtarve to repent, 


Worn out with diſeaſe ſhe draws faſt to her end, 
Quite feeble ſhe crawls to the Lock, her laſt friend, 
Where a croud of pale ſiſters her fame do record, 
Till her birth, life, & keepers refound thro? each ward; 
Unpity 'd—forgotten—ſhe there helpleſs lies, 

Life's ſpent—jult expiring—ſhe now ſcarcely ſighs, 
A victim at thirty, the welcomes grim death, 

The beautiful Sally thus yields up her breath. 


JACK RATLIN. 


J ACK Ratlin was the ableſt ſeaman, 
None like him could hand, reef, and ſteer, 
No dangerous toil but he'd encounter, 
With ſkill, and in contempt of fear: 


A 
In fight a lion—the battle ended, 
Meek as a bleating lamb he'd prove; 
Thus Jack had manners, courage, merit, 
Yet did he ſigh, and all for love. 


The ſong, the jeſt, the flowing liquor, | | 
For none of theſe had Jack regard; 
He, while his meſſmates were carouſing, 
High fitting on the pendant yard, i 
Would think upon his fair one's beauties, | 
Swear never from ſuch charms to. rove, 
Thus truly he'd adore them living, 

And dying, figh—to end his love. 


The ſame expreſs the crew commanded 
Once more to view their native land, 
Among the reſt, brought Jack ſome tidings, 
Would it had been his love's fair hand! 

O fate !—her death defac'd the letter, 
Inſtant his pulſe forgot to move, 

With quiv'ring lips, and eyes uplifted, 

He heav'd a figh—and dy'd for love! 
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SONG, IN THE SURRENDER OF CALAIS, 


Le think the townſman's wiſe, 
W hile at home ſhe tarries, 
What muſt be the laſſes life, 
MW ho a ſoldier marries; 
Now with weary marching ſpent, 
Dancing now before the tent, 
Lira, lira, la, lira, lira, la, 


With her jolly ſoldier, 


In the camp at night ſhe lies, 
Wind and weather ſcorning, 
Only griev'd her love muſt riſe 
And quit her in the morning; 
But the doubtf:1 ſkirmiſh done, 
Blithe ſhe ſings at ſet of ſun, 
Lira, lira, la, lira, lira, la, 


With her jolly foldier. 


Should the Captain of her dear, 
Uſe his vain endeavour, 


_ Whiſp'ring nonſenſe in her ear, 


Two fond hearts to ſever ; 
At 
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At his paſſion ſhe will ſcoff, 
Laughing thus ſhe'll put him off, 
Lira, lira, la, lira, lira, la, 


For her jolly ſoldier, 
Se 2. 


SONG, IN THE HIGHLAND REEL, 


Wurd I've money I am merry, 
When I've none I'm very ſad, 
When I'm ſober I am civil, 
When I'm drunk I'm roaring mad; 
With my ritol teedle tum, 
J 1kew1ie foll loll feedle fum, 
Not forgetting didderum hi, 
Ard alſo tcedle tweedle dum, 


«1 
! 
| 
| 
' 
| 
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When diſputing with a puppy, 
I convince hun with a rap, 
When I'm romping with a girl, 
By accident I tear her cap. 
Gadzook's I'll never marry, 
I'm a lad that's bold and free, 
Yet I love a pretty girl, 
A pretty girl is fond of me, 
With ritol teedle dum, &c, - 


* 
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There's a maiden in a corner, 

Round and ſound, and plump and fat, 
| . She and I drink tea together, | 
| But no matter, Sir, for that; 

If this maiden be wi' bairn, 

As I do ſuppoſe ſhe'll be, 

| Like good Pappy I muſt learn 

| To dandle Jacky on my knee, 
With ritol teedle-dum, &c, 


—C——— — 


HEAVING THE LEAD. 


| 
For England, when with fav'ring gale, 
Our gallant ſhip up channel ſtere'd, 
| And ſcudding under eaſy fail, 
The high blue weſtern land appear'd: 
| To heave the lead the ſeaman ſprung, 
And to the pilot cheerly ſung, 
« By the deep Nine.“ 
And bearing up, to gain the port, 
Some well-known object kept in view 
An abbey-tow'r, an harbour-fort, 
Or beacon, to the veſſel true; 
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While oft the lead the ſeaman flung, 
And to the pilot cheerly ſung, 

«© By the mark—Seven,”” 


And, as the much lov'd ſhore we near, 
With tranſport we beheld the roof, 
Where dwelt a friend, or partner dear, 
Of faith and love a matchleſs proof! 
The lead once more the ſeaman flung, 
And to the watchful pilot ſung, 
« Quarter-leſs—Nine !”? 
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AIR—IN NO SONG NO SUPPER. 


How happily my life ! led, 
Without a day of ſorrow, 
To plough and ſow, 
To reap and mow, 
No care beyond the morrow ; 
In heat or cold, in wet or dry, 
I never grumbled no not I, 
My wite *tis true, 
Loves words a few, 
O What 
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hat then I let her prate: 
For ſometimes ſmooth and ſometimes rough, 
1 found myſelf ſtill rich enough 


| In the joys of an humble ſtate, 


But when with law I craz'd my head, 
| I lot both peace and pleafure, 
Long ſays to hear, 
0 To ſearch and ſwear, 
And plague beyond all meaſure ; | 


"* a — 


One grievance brought another on, 


My debts increaſe, my ſtock is gone: 

| My wile, ſhe ſays, | j 
| Our means *twill raiſe, 

What then, *tis idle prate, | 

For ſometimes ſmooth, &c, | 

e e . | 


O DEAR, WHAT CAN THE MATTER BE! 


0 Dear! what can the matter be, 
O! what can the matter be, 
Johnny” s ſo long at the fair: 
He promis'd he'd bay me a fairing ſhould pleaſe me, 
And then for a kiſs, O! he 9 he would teaze me, 
He promis'd he'd bring me a bunch of blue ribbons, 
To tie up my bonny brown hair, 
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O dear! what can the matter be, 

O! what can the matter be, 

Johnny's ſo long at the fair ; 

He promis'd he'd bring me a baſket of poſies, 

A garland of lillies, a garland of roſes, 

A little ſtraw hat to ſet off the blue ribbons 
That tie up my bonny brown hair. 


. 
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A FAVOURITE SONG. 


F ROM night till morn I take my glaſs, 
In hopes to forget my Chloe ; 

But tho” I take the pleaſing draught, 
She's ne'er the leſs before me, 


Ah, no, no, no, wine cannot cure, 


The pain I endure for my Chloe, 


To Me I flew to caſe the pain, 
Her beautcous charms created ; 

But wine more firmly bound the chain, 
And love would not be cheated : 


The pain I endure for my Chloe, 
O 2 


Ah, no, no, no, wine cannot cure, 
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THE SWELLING SAILS. 


BY DIBDIN, 


Lire's like a ſea, in conſtant motion, 
Sometimes high and ſometimes low ; 
Where every one muſt brave the ocean, 
Whatſoever winds do blow. 
Tho? at night by ſqualls or ſhowers, 
Or driven by ſome gentle gales, 
If dangers riſe, be ever ready 
To manage well the ſwelling ſails, 


What, tho” the wayward winds ſhould bluſter, 
Let us not give way to fear; 
But all our patience let us muſter, 
And learn by reaſon how to ſteer : 
Let judgment ever keep us ſteady, 
For that's the balance ſeldom fails ; 
If dangers rife, be ever ready 
To manage well the ſwelling fails, 


Truſt not too much your own opinion, 
When the veſſel's under way; 

Let good example be your dominion, 
That will ſeldom lead aſtray. 


Aer, 
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But ſhould thunder o'er you ſhudder, 
Or Boreas o'er the ſurface rails, 
Let good directions guide the rudder, 
W hilſt providence conducts the ſails, 


When you are fafe from dangers riding 
In ſome favourite port or bay, 

Hope, be the anchor you confide in, 
Care awhile, in ſlumbers lay ; 

Next, each a can of liquor flowing, 
And good fellowſhip prevails ; 

Let every heart with rapture glowing, 
Drink, „ Succeſs unto the ſails !”? 


, r. 


LULLABY. 


Peacerur ſlumb'ring on the occan, 
Seamen fear no danger nigh ; 

Winds and waves in conſtant motion, 
Sooth them with a lullaby, 


When the winds tempeſtuous blowing, 


Still no dangers they deſcry ; 
The guileleſs heart her boon beſtowing, 
300th them wita a lullaby. 


E 
i BUST 
IN THE ENTERTAINMENT OF THE PRIZE, 


Lenative, 


From my hide-and-ſcek chin, 
Sometimes out, ſometimes 1n, 

How flaſhy my muſlin caſcade is; 
The pulſe no more I ſqueeze, 
But ſoftly as you pleaſe, 

I now ſqueeze the hand of the ladies, 


Label. 
To all who complain, 
Here J hold out my cane 
For Label a knight of the trade is: 
No hand ſo fair to me, 
As the hand that holds the fee, 
And I care not a pin for the ladies, 


Lenative, 
See, my gold cane and wig, 
I've hung upon a peg, 
Hic caftus urturque repon 3 
Gentility's my plan, 
And I leave my journeyman, 
The care of the Pablico Bons. 
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Label. 

The world if you try, 
Firſt of Doctors am I, 

For ills that I know, and I don't knorr : 
Deny it if you can, 
Little Label is the man, 

To take care of the Paùlico Bone. 
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JACK AL 11 1 \\ I! DAs. 


BY DIB DIN. 


Cour All hands ahoy, to the anchor, 
From our friends and relations to go, 

Poll blubbers and cries— devil thank her! 
She'll Hon take another in tow, 

This breeze like the old one will kick us, 
About on the boiſterous main; 

And one day, if death does not trick us, 
Perhaps we may come back again. 

With a will-ho, then pull away jolly boys, 

t the mercy of fortune we go, 
We e're in for't, then damme, what folly boy 


Jo be down hearted, yea ho! 
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Our boatſwain takes care of the rigging, 
More ſpecially when he gets drunk ; 
The bobſtays ſupply him with ſwigging, 
He the cables cuts up for old junk, 
The ſtudding-fail ſerves for his hammock, 
With the clueline he bought him his call, 
While enſigns and jacks in a mammock, 
Are ſold to buy trinkets for Poll 
With a will-ho, &c. 


Of the purſer, this here is the maxim— 
Slops, grog, and proviſion, he ſacks ; 
How he'd look if you was but to ax him, 
Wich the captain's clerk, who ' tis goes ſnacks, 
Oh, he'd find it anothergueſs ſtory, 
That would bring his bare back to the cat, 
Should his Majeſty's honour and glory, 
Juſt only be told about that 
With a will-ho, &c, 
The Chaplain's both holy and godly, 
And ſets us for heaven agog ; 
Yet, to my mind, he looks rather oddly, 
When he's ſwearing and drinking of grog. 
When he took on his knee Betty Bowler, 
And talk'd of her beauty and charms, 


— yl 


CC eee — — — 


Fe ow 

Cry'd I, © which is the way to heav'n now, fir ?” 
« You dog,” ſays the Chaplain, „her arms,” | 
With a will-ho, &c, 


The gunner's a devil of a bubber, 
The carpenter can't fiſh a maſt, | 
The ſurgeon's a lazy land-lubber, 
The maiter can't ſteer if he's aſk'd ; 
The lieutenants conceit are all wrapt in, | 
Ihe mates hardly merit their flip, | 
Ard there's never a ſwab, but the captain, | 
Knows the ſtem from the ſtern of the ſhip, | 
With a will-ho, &c, | 


| 

i | 

Now fore and aft having abus'd them, | 
Juſt all for my fancy and vig, | 
Could I find any one that ill-us'd 'em, 
Damn me but I'd tickle his wig ; 
Jack never was known for a railer, N 
I was fun ev'ry word that I ſpoke, | | 
The delight of a true-hearted ſailor, | ö 
Is—to give and to take a good joke | 
With a will-ho, &c, 


WAS 
A COUNTRY LIFE. 


How melancholy crows the cock, 

And the dull ſound of the village clock ; + 

The dairy maid's ſinging under her cow, 

While Roger is whiſtling after his plough, 
If theſe are pleaſures for a wife, 
Fate defend me from a country life. 


The good man's threſhing all day in the barn, 

Toiling and moiling, and thinking no harm, 

And when he comes home quite tired with labor, 

He reſts him awhile & he chats with his neighbor. 
If theſe, &c. 


The pigs do grunt for grains and ſwill, 
Out comes the dairy-maid, and ſhe calls Will, 
To feed the ſweet creatures, & keep them from bawling, 
The ducks and the geeſe they're always a alli. 
If theſe, &c, 


The team comes home, and Hodge he whiſtles, 

The great dog he barks, and the turkey-cock briſtles, 

The raven he croaks, and the magpies do chatter, 

And quack go the ducks as they ſwim in the water, 
It theſe, &c, 
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To feed on butter-milk, curds and whey, 

Defend me from it, kind heav'n, I pray, 

With beans and fat bacon—and to mend the matter, 

P Dreit up in a flovenly coarſe earthen platter. | 
If theſe, &c. | 
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KINGS IN THEIR TURN. 


BY COLLINS, 


I HE Romans in England they once did ſway, 
And the Saxons they after led them away, 
And they tugg'd with the Danes till an overthrow, 
They both of them got by the Roman bow. 
Yet barring all pother, the one and the other, 
Were all of them Kings in their turn, 


Little Willy the conqueror long did reign, | 
But Billy, his ſon, by an arrow was ſlain; 1 
And Harry the firſt was a ſcholar bright, [ 
But Stephen was forc'd for his crown to fight, 

Yet barring, &c, ; 


Second Harry, Plantagenet's name did bear, 
And Cœur de Lion was his ſon and heir; 


_ 
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But Magna Charta was gain'd from John, 
Wich Harry the third put his ſeal upon, 
Yet barring, &c, 


Then was Teddy the firſt like a tyger bold, 
zut the ſecond by rebels was bought and ſold, 
And leddy the third was his ſubjects pride; 
Although his grandeur was popp'd aſide, 

Yet barring, &c. 


Then was Harry the fourth a warlike wight, 


And Harry the fifth like a cock would fight, 
Tho' Henry, his ſon, like a chick did pout, 
When Teddy, his couſin, had kick'd him out. 
| Yet barring, &c. 


Poor Teddy the fifth he was kill'd in bed, 

By butchering Lick, who was knocked in head; 

Then Harry the ſeventh in fame grew big, 

And Harry the eighth was as fat as a pig. 
Yet barring, &, 


With Teddy the ſixth we had tranquil days, 


Tho' Mary made fire and faggot blaze; 


But good Queen eſs was a glorious dame, 


And bonay King James from Scotland came, 


Yet barring, &c, 
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Poor Charley the firſt was a martyr made, 

But Charley, his ſon, was a comical blade, 

And Jemmy the ſecond when hotly ſpurr'd, 

Ran away, d'ye ſee me, from Willy the third, 
Yet varring, &c, 


Queen Ann was victorious by land and ſea, 
And Georgey the firſt did with glory ſway ; 
And as Georgey the ſecond has long been dead, 
Long life to the Georgey we have in his ſtead, 
And may his ſon's ſons, to the end of the chapter, 
All come to be Kings 1n their turn, 


de-... 


JACOB GAWKY's RAMBLE TO BATH. 


TUNE—ALLEY CROKER, 


Us and down, round about, al the ſtreets I paraded, 
And zced beaux who did'nt know their beauties was 
vaded, b T zur, 

Their cuoates was z00 cut away bieeches to expoſe 
And heads zoo be- frizz'd, curdles cover'd half their 
Their cuoates, &c. [noſe zur. 


Ihen 


Kc 

Then the ladies zoo dreſs, they do bury al their chin, zur 

7.00 lac'd in the middle, to look taper and thin, zur, 

While behind, hoops and al, they do need nothing 
more, zur, [zur, 

But weight enow to balance what they carry here avore 
Behind hoops, &c, 


How I laugh'd, O my zides, to zee zome ladies walking 

Al about vaſt aſleep! & what's moor they were talking ! 

But in a dream I ſuppoſe, vor al round about their 
heads, zur, 

The curtains was drawn, juſt as tho' they were in bed, 

In a dream, &c, [zur, 


In the Crezzent, tis as vine a place as ever I did zee, 


The beaux ſhortens paces with belles to agree, zur, [zur 


Niddle noddle, to & fro, & to view each that paſſes, 


Vor vear their eyes ſhould wear out, they do ſtare dro? 
* Niddle noddle, &c, [looking claſſes, 


But pretending ſhort zight, zarves a good turn enow too 
They can n thoſe that they don't wiſh to bow to 
And at beauties can ſquinny with their glaſſes cock'd 

ſo cloſe, zur, by noſe, zur! 
Zometimes you would think they were hook'd noſe 
Alt beauties, &c, 
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In the pump- room vull cramm'd, tis a zight for to zee, 

And ſtranger to tell, there al ranks do agree, zur. [zur, 

Vor like corks in a box, ſtuck upright cheek-by-jole, 

zur, [zur. 

Puſh but one, and bob, goes the bodies of the whole, 
Like corks, &c. 


But what pleas'd I the mauſt was to zee, in fine weather, 

Vine volk ride about in them things made of leather; 

While two men, wi' long polls, all the world like a 
bier, zur, 

Trot along with thi corpſe, ſtuck an end in the air, zur. 
Two men, &c, 


Now you'd hardly believe, but you may if it pleaſe ye, 
That I got a ride in one, I thought twar 290 yeaſy, 
Trot along they did go, I went bibbity bob, zur, 
And now and then, bang, gainſt the zide went my 
Along they, &c, [ nob, zur, 


But al at once they did ſtop, becaaſe they could not 
paſs, zur, (the glass, zur, 

And pop! I could not help it, went my noddle thro? 

Then quite averzet, dro? the caſement they haul'd me, 

Dang it! I ſhall never vorget how they maul'd me. 
Quite averzet, &c, 
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Al about war zouch racketting, & rioting, & ringing, 
Zuch crying and laughing, and vidling and zinging, 
And at night, here and there, zivil ladies, zoo pretty! 
Do zay, How d'ye do, zur, wherever they do meet ye. 

At night, &c, 


At laſt having zeen al the zights and vine places, 


hops, baths, rooms, parades and a zight o' ſtrange 


Vaces, [zur, 


I thought I'd come here, tho' my tale made ye laugh, 


To tell ye this zight pleaſes I the beſt by half, zurs! 
I] thought, &c, 


Now don't ye, dread critics, zſhew a ſpark of ill-nature, 
My wiſh is to pleaſe, you may read in each feat re, 
Of the pleaſure of pleaſing, my wiſh ſhall be ever, 
And you al to pleaſe be my conſtant endeavour, 
Ihe pleaſure of pleaſing, my wiſh. ſhall be ever, 
And you ſtill to pleaſe be my conſtant endeavour, 
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Al about war zouch racketting, & rioting, & ringing, 

Zuch crying and laughing, and vidling and zinging, 

And at night, here and there, 21 v il ladies, z00 pretty! 

Do zay, How d'ye do, zur, wherever they do mect ye, 
At night, &c, 


At laſt having zeen al the zights and vine places, 

Z hops, baths, rooms, parades and a zight o' ſtrange 
Vaces, [zur, 

I thought 1'd come here, tho' my tale made ye laugh, 

To tell ye this zight pleaſes I the beſt by half, zurs! 
I] thought, &c, 


Now don't ye, dread critics, zſhew a ſpark of ill. nature, 
My wiſh is to pleaſe, you may read in each feat re, 
Of the pleaſure of pleaſing, my with ſhall be ever, 
And you al to pleaſz—be my conſtant endeavour, 
Ihe pleaſure of pleaſing, my will, ſhall be ever, 
And you ſtill to pleaſe be my conſtant endeavour, 


